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Kudos & Credos

IF there is anything about which little mag editors like to read, it is the
problems of other little mag editors. Editor Erling Larsen, in The Carleton
Miscellany, out of Carleton College, Northfield, Minnesota, has devoted
75 pages of the Spring '66 issue to a symposium on "The Little Magazines." Some twenty editors admit discouragement over such matters as
the flood of manuscripts ,(Poetry rejected 6<),675 poems last year), the need
for financial support ("Thus, like all little mags, December is published
to promote wisdom and beauty, tolerance and virtue. Does a project th~t
far on the side of the angels need justification. Even when it cannot find
angels?"-Curt Johnson), over small audiences theoretically composed of
libraries and authors who write for the magazine, fatigue with cliques and
ecl~cticism and the "tired old novelties," the dangers of regionalism, and
the fear that too much money is the death of art. But little mag editors
continue' to believe in themselves, if not in each other. "One of the love·
liest things about the current scene in literary America is the growing number of little magazines. I hope they keep on dying and being replaced," says
avant-gardist Charles, Angoff, editor of The Literary Review.
Although it is one of the oldest little mags in the business, New Mexico Quarterly still finds it easier to say what it is not than what it is. Thirty.
six years ago,the foreword to the first number stated that it was "not a
commercial venture," not intended to be '''popular in the ordinary sense of
the word," but not "high brow." It was frankly New Mexican, and assumed
that "publication is a proper and necessary part of an educational program," that "the field into which the magazine is launched is not already
entirely filled." Dudley Wynn, who edited the magazine during the war
years, wrote in 1947: "Although given its basic support by the University
continued on page 90
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The Pilgrims
BY WILLIAM PEDEN

THEO awakened painfully, Penrod's tongue rough on his bare ann.
His' head ached from too many drinks and the sleeping pill Lee~
Anna -had given him a few hours before, and his nose and throat
were dry. During the night he had slipped from his accustomed
propped-up sleeping positionr and the intricate maze of his sinuses
seemed permanently blocked. He fumbled among the rumpled bed~
ding for his decongestant nasal mist inhalant; after a moment of irri~
tation he retrieved the oblong container and then gratefully inserted
the tip into one nostril, and squeezed. A slow loosening, he knew,
would soon take place. Grudgingly, reluctantly, the interior fretwork
of canals and viaducts would expand, and he could breathe again.
Now Penrod was licking his face with fiercely affectionate sloshings,
and Theo groaned and turned over on the sofa~bed and tried to hide
his face. But the lemon-hued burlap-very big that spring, Lee~Anna
had c~ed triumphantly while she was making the slipcover, very camp
-scratched his cheeKS, so he turned again and placed one shaky hand
on Penrod's wooly, misshapen head. I feared that we might regret this
act of kindness, he thought, recalling slowly the blurred events of the
past evening. Such a dogl Horatio, an' admirer of Somerset Maugham;
had suggested that they name him Philip Carey, after they discovered
that one of the dog's hind paws was deformed, but he and Lee~Anna
had immediately scotched that idea. And the bantie? What had they
finally decided to name it? Octavio Paz? James Baldwin? Roderick
Random? No, that had been Horatio's idea, too. He and Lee-Anna had
voted that down. And then compromised. Usher, that was it. Roderick
Usher.
"Lee-Anna," he called softly. "Lee-Anna, Ray."
He lay very still and waited. The inhalant was beginning to take
effect. Sunlight was slowly penetrating the dark caves in his skull. He
explored the rough contours of Penrod's head, gently inserted a finger
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into one hairy ear, traced the masses of corkscrew curls which fringed
the bony eye sockets, and finally placed his hand into the friendly
mouth.
He's ugly, Theo thought, but really rather sweet. So gentle and so
happy last night when we rescued him from the Kiwanians. With difficulty he opened one eye but closed it quickly at the sight of the
hobgoblin head a few inches from his own. What a monster, he
thought, a ragtag and bobtail if there ever was one, a curly-haired,
taffy-colored fleabag of beggar's lice, cockleburs, and milkweed seeds.
"What asses the Kiwanians were last night," he cried aloud. "LeeAnn, Ray, the Kiwanians are assesl"
Delighted af the sound of life going on around him, Penrod sprang
clumsily to the bed, and again Theo tried to bury his face in the
covers. He's sweet but oh so gauche, he thought, and country, too; if
a dog could have hayseed in his ears, Penrod would. Who but the
Kiwanians would1iave the temerity to palm off such a dog as a door
prize? Penrod and that scrawny little bantam rooster?
At the recollection he sat upright.
"Lee-Anna, Ray," he called. "Are you awake? Where is the bantie?
Where, in the name of Heaven, is the young cock, Roderick?
For several moments he lay motionless, listening for the familiar
voices. Apart from the quiet ebb and flow of what seemed to be ditchwater between his ears, and the huff-chuff-huff of Penrod's breathing,
the small house was quiet, uncomfortably so. Could they be dead, he
mused, Lee-Anna and her poet-husband Horatio? Of ptoma~ne poisoning, perhaps? Quite possible. He played with the idea the way he
sometimes entertained his Life and Literature students with explications of the Baconian theory, comments on Baudelaire's use of drugs,
or analyses of -the friendship between Beaumont and Fletcher. The
salami, he recalled painfully, his stomach turning, had looked green
at the time, and who but the Kiwanians would serve ham hocks at a
buffet? We should never have gone to their party, he thought.
"I t never pays for town and gown to fraternize," he announced
loudly.
Penrod again placed his great paws on the edge of the sofa-bed and
noisily began to lick Theo's forehead. The rough tongue has become
a dentist's drill, Theo thought. Soon he will be tearing the skin. In
a few minutes the scalp will be exposed. It will unpeeI, like the layers
of an oniori, revealing all the terrible inner workings, all the pulsing
pink-or are they gray?-lobes, and all the hideous hills and valleys:
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"Lee-Anna," he called again, more feebly. Could she and Horatio
, have been murdered in their sleep? Ever since Capote's account of the
Clutter murders in the New Yorker, one could never be sure of anything. And in a 'faculty housing compound particularly. Some surly
physicist could ~sily run amok, enraged at Horatio's penchant for
midnight guitar playing or Lee-Anna's fondness for tight stretchpants,
staggeringly high heels, anq exposed midriff. Or a marauding freshman
from Remedial English, maddened at having recently received a midterm deficiency. More than possible, Thea reflected. Indeed, quite
as likely as not. But not a bad way to go, actually, when you come right
down to it. Or perhaps Lee-Anna had simply died in her sleep. It
would serve het right, in a way. After all, it was she who had insisted
thatthey go to the buffet. Just because her employer was a Kiwanian.
. . . She didn't have to accept the invitation to the bloody buffet. Or,
~aving accepted, to insist that Horatio and he accompany her. And
what a stupid, tacky thing to do. At midnight, to rame off a dog. And
a bantam rooster!
Again he opened his eyes and squinted painfully at the massive, curlencrusted head. None of the Kiwanians, of course, would accept the
dog, or the rooster either, for that matter. The bantie? Where was it?
He had a confused recollecti0J1 that Roderick had been perched upon
his head when they finally left the hotel. A dour and bedraggled devil,
but Lee-Anna had insisted. And how the bird stank! Like all the
chickenhouses of Boone, Howard, and Calloway counties combined.
Probably would give all of them histoplasmosis. But he had been cute,
though, perched aloft that way.
A sentimentalist at heart, Lee-Anna had insisted that they take the
unwanted pair home with them. We simply must, she had exclaimed
when none of the Kiwanians would accept them as doorprizes. We
simply must, she had repeated in a whiskey-high voice, we simply
must! And so they had finally staggered out of the Daniel Boone
Hotel, Lee-Anna and Horatio supporting the half-fainting Penrod and
he, Thea, with Roderick Usher precariously clinging to his head.
I can still feel those toenails, Thea thought. And that smell! It was
cute, though, the way he took to me. But where, in the name of
Heaven, is he?
He explored the end of the bed with his toes, and searched beneath
the flimsy blanket with which Lee-Anna had tucked him in-you must
not go back to your apartment tonight, Thea, she had said, must he,
lamb-a-baum?-and finally pushed Penrod away and leaned over the
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bed to examine the floor. The effort was costly. His head felt like an
overripe melon and he was gagging in the sudden rise of bile to his
throat.
'
"Lee-Anna!" he called again. "Horatio I Water, for the love of God,
water!"
In the silence he waited with growing impatience.
"They flee from me that sometime did me seek."
He spoke the words testily. They must be dead or ill, he thought,
and reached over and ran his hand over Penrod's touseled head. Ah,
well, I have the dog. He will not desert me. And Roderick Usher, too,
I trust. They, my friends of the air and the land, will stay by me, even
though my human companions have defected. I was fond of Ray and
Lee-Anna, too. But I can do without them. I would have gone
through fire and water for Lee-Anna, though.
"Preferably water, however," he announced aloud, and straightened
out his bony legs. I shall die here myself in all likelihood, he reflected.
Here in Hell's Half Acre, in this miserable crackerbox of a house for
instructors-without-tenure. Exhausted at the idea, he closed his eyes
and crossed his hands upon his chest, and listened to Penrod's labored
pantings beneath the bed. Images of Landseer paintings of great faithful dogs keeping midnight vigil at their masters' graves flitted through
his min~ and a crooked smile briefly illuminated his somber features.
What a truly great dog Penrod is, he thought. So full of affection, so
grateful to have found a home at last. He reached again for the mass of
curls beneath the bed. If I too must die, what better way to go? No
more freshman themes to grade, no more seminars to take, no language requirements, no doctoral dissertation to write. I shall die here
with my friends. Here with commitment. Commitment and love. I
shall close my eyes and await the end. . . .
A groan from the bedroom on the other side of the thin wall interrupted his reveries. He struggled painfully to a sitting position while
Penrod, alarmed, squirmed from beneath the daybed.
- uLee-Anna," he whispered. "Ray. Is it really you?"
A second groan followed by a paroxysm of coughing confirmed his
hopes.
"Oh, praise God, they are both alive. You have survived. Bless you,
bless you bothl"
He gazed fondly at Penrod. The dog had turned over on his back,
hind legs sprawled apart, front paws wildly waving as though stirring
an imaginary bowl of egg whites.
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"Up, boy, up!" Theo grasped one shaggy paw and squeezed it. "Up,
I say! All's well with the world, sir. All's well with the world!"
Theo lamented two hours and three Bloody Marys
later. "To have a chicken fall in love with you. Really! Don't misunderstand me," he added to Lee-Anna who lay on the rumpled bed, her
blonde, short<ropped head in his lap. HI appreciate Roderick's judgment and discrimination."
He gestured with his thumb at the bantam who was perched on his
shoulder, its moulting body against Theo's neck, its ravaged head close
to his cheek. Gingerly Theo touched the rooster's spongy, drooping
comb with his forefinger, and the cock immediately rose on saffroncolored toes, flapped one scrawny wing, threw back its head and uttered a strange and terrible cry.
"You see?" Theo sighed and reached for the Bloody Mary which
was precariously balanced on Lee-Anna's nakec1midriff. "That banshee
cry. It's getting me. down, baby. If only he'd be quiet for a few minutes.
Like Penrod." He pointed to the deformed hind foot protruding from
beneath the day-bed.
"I'm not sure that I can stand it much longer. And that hot barnyard smell!" Theo shudder~d, and took a long swallow of the highly
seasoned tomato juice and vodka. "To say nothing of that piercing,
ancient-mariner-type eye. It's really beginning to bug me."
He reached down and patted Lee-Anna's head, running his fingers
lightly through her soft, dry curls. She was proud of her hair, and
spent a lot of money on it, coming up each season with a different
colored rinse, and on expensive wigs which Horatio could not afford;
they change my personality, she would say, just as Gumbrill, Jr.,
changed his personality when he donned his beaver. She was a great
admirer of the early Huxley novels; there has been no comic spirit
in English fiction since Huxley finished Point Counterpoint, she would
insist after she had had a few drinks and the conversation had become
literary.
"How is old Ray making out?" Theo glanced in the direction of the
bathroom.
"He's still violently ill, I'm afraid. He's been vomiting every few
minutes." Lee-Anna arched her carefully plucked eyebrows and looked
at Roderick who had fallen asleep on -Theo's shoulder. "Ever since
he had to clean out the back seat of the car. Really, Theo, you should
not have left him there all night. It really was awful. Smelly feathers
"WHAT A CURSE,"
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everywhere. And all the, uh," she grimaced and patted her lips with her
long, tapering fingers, "you know. I never realized chickens could
make such a mess. It was really awful. Ray was as white as a sheet when
he came in."
"
"Mess!" Theo cried, putting down his empty glass with such
vehemence that Penrod retreated further beneath the daybed. "Who
knows about that better than I? You have to expect that, with chickens. The folks had chickens, back in West Plains. 1 hated chickens.
Besides, honey babe," his voice became less heated, "as 1 recall, it was
your idea to bring him home with us."
Gently he untied the bow at the nape of Lee-Anna's neck and slipped the mauve and cinnamon halter from her plump shoulders.
"You'd be surprised how mu~h a chicken eats and evacuates," he
explained. "Back home we had a colored man to take care of them,
but even with that I could do without them. Greedy things," he
chuckled at the dozing bantam, at the same time making a clucking
noise with his tongue against the roof of his mouth. The rooster
awakened and gazed fondly at Theo before rising on prehensile yellow
toes and throwing back his head; again the room reverberated with the
hideous cry.
"It's not really the mess, though," he continued, idly watching his
fingers in their dainty exploration of Lee-Anna's slightly rounded
belly. "Or even the smell, for that matter. It's just that he's so ... so
damned affectionate. If he just wouldn't want to stay so close to me."
He placed one hand, 'fingers outstretched, around Roderick's arched
breast, but the bird shuddered and clamped his toes tightly on the
bony ridge of Theo's shoulder.
"You see? Don't ever let a chicken fall in love with you." He stroked
Lee-Anna's closed eyelids with his fingertips. ''I'm afraid, dear heart,
that Roderick is expendable."
"So nice," she whispered, and stirred slightly. "So nice."
"But it's the eyes more than anything else that really get to me."
He withdrew his hand and pointed at Roderick who had again laid
his reptilian head against Theo's cheek and seemed to be peering intently into his left eye. With a sudden impatient upward thrust of
his .hand Theo swept the bantam from its perch and plciced him,
squawking and wildly fluttering his good wing, on the inverted v-shaped
hollow at the base of Lee-Anna's throat. Penrod, alarmed at Lee-Anna's
sudden squeal and the quick upward thrust of her body, scrambled
from beneath the sofa-bed and barked hysterically as Lee-Anna tossed
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Roderick high in the air. The cock descended slowly,=with loud cries
and frantic flappings, to land, like a sky-diver miraculously falling into
a mountain of foam rubber, on the massed curls of Penrod's back.
In one swift action the dog swung his head, jaws snapping, missing the
screaming rooster by a fraction of an inch.
Lee-Anna leaped from the sofa-bed. "Bad dog/' she cried. Roderick
had fluttered to the floor where he lay in a heap of feathers, one leg
extended grotesquely, the yellow toes rigid.
"Brutal creaturel" Theo added, and aimed an angry barefooted kick
at Penrod. Tail between his legs and massive head lowered, the dog
limped hastily from the room and with a sorrowful groan collapsed
on the kitchen floor.
"What in God's name, is going on in there?" Horatio's voice, from
the bedroom, was feeble and querulous, sounding as though it had
been filtered through miles of contaminated water.
"Nothing, Iamb-a-baum," Lee-Anna replied quickly. "It's just
Roderick and Penrod. That's all." She leaned over and cupped the
rooster in both hands; it gazed at her silently, and stretched out one
leg, then the other, before experimentally flapping his good wing. LeeAnna placed Roderick on the floorgently-and clapped her hands in delight as the cock rose unsteadily to his feet, lifted his head, and crowed
feebly.
"Good boy, Roderickl" Theo's voice was jubilant as he raised the
bantam to his shoulder, shuddering only slightly as the fowl again
laid his head against his cheek.
"That was a mean thing to do, Theo," Lee-Anna said, rubbing her
throat. "Why did you do that, Theo?"
She was interrupted by the sound of Horatio's footsteps, quickening
as he approached the bathroom. The door slammed; they both pretended to ignore the gagging sounds behind it. Finally, in the ensuislg
quiet, the door opened slowly and Horatio, eyes half closed, felt his
way warily into the living room. He squinted at them nearsightedly,swaying slightly, tall and naked except for a too-large pair of seersucker shorts which had slipped down to expose the painfully bony
angularities of his hips. Except for his flushed and mottled face, curiously aged for a man in his middle twenties and beaded with drops of
perspiration, his skin was as white as milk.
He looked at Lee-AnD;a and Thea without speaking, moving his lips
silently.
.
"How are you, poor baby?" Lee-Anna, who had deftly rearranged
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her halter as' the sounds of flushing had gurgled away in the bathroom, slipped her arm through the crook of one of Horatio's elbows
and firmly steered him to the sofa,
IlLie down, .lamb-a-baum," she said, and stroked his caved-in. appearing temples with deft fingertips,
Again Horatio's lips moved,
III came like water, and like wind I go," he said weakly, and closed
his eyes,
IlWhy don't you go mix us all some more Bloody Marys, Thea?
And be sure to put lots of Worcestershire in them, You know that
lamb-a-baum likes plenty ofi Worcestershire,"
Illt will be my pleasure," Thea said as he walked into the tiny
kitchen, Penrod, who had retreated beneath the table, lifted his
head and groaned uneasily before limping wearily from the kitchen,
IlHe flees from me," Thea thought as he poured vodka and tomato
juice into a large pitcher, III who loved him, I who have done him no
harm," He mixed the drinks expertly, shaking in the Worcestershire
only after he had blended salt" pepper, and lemon juice with the
vodka and tomato juice, and returned to the living room, Ray still lay
motionless on the sofa-bed, one pale blue-veined hand resting on Penrod's eyeless-appearing head, while Lee-Anna continued to massage
his temples, Thea placed the tray on the coffee-table, poured the scarlet
drinks into ice-filled glasses, and sat down on the sofa beside LeeApna, Penrod stirred uneasily and turned his face from Thea; he
snuggled closer to the sofa and placed one great paw on his new
master's frail shoulder,
.
,
IlWell, let's drink to joy," Thea said after a pause,
IlTo joy," Lee-Anna replied, and touched the rim of her glass
against.his,
They waited for a response from Horatio, but the poet remained
motionless except for his slow exploration of Penrod's head,
"To joy," Thea repeated, more loudly,
Ray made no answer, but his fingers tightened on his glass, Thea
frowned at the recumbent figure on the 'Sofa,
IlTo joy, dammit," he repeatoo, and took a swallow of his Bloody
Mary before setting the glass on the table so abruptly that the bloodlike liquid spilled over the rim and trickled slowly down the sides,
"What's bugging you, old boy?" he asked after the silence had become
uncomfortable.
.
"Please, lamb-a-baum." Lee Anna's voice was as gentle as spring
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rain. UDon't be sullen, Horatio, please. Ydu know how it upsets me
when you're sullen."
The poet continued to gaze at the ceiling before removing LeeAnna's hand from his forehead. Slowly he raised his glass to his pale
lips. He opened his mouth with difficulty, and then drank greedily,
his large Adam's apple bobbing like a kite on a windy day. When he
had drained the glass he again closed his eyes and sighed heavily.
Without opening his eyes or turning his head, he extended the empty
glass in Theo's direction.
uMore," he said, and again sighed a long, asthmatic sigh.
After glancing at Lee-Anna, Theo refilled Horatio's glass and extended it towards the large bony hand which enveloped it in a lover's
embrace. Again Horatio dtank thirstily and competently before returning the emptied glass to the coffee table. Except for Penrod's
labored breathing and the occasional rustling of Roderick's feathers as
he twitched uneasily on Theo's shoulder, the room was quiet. In the
silence, Theo reached out and patted Lee-Anna's shoulder.
uMore,"Horatio muttered, extending his hand toward the coffee
table. His glass partially refilled, he struggled to a half-sitting position
and gazed at Lee-Anna.
UMy guitar," he commanded.
uOh come off it, Ray," Theo said; udon't order Lee-Anna around
that way."
"You hush," Lee-Anna said, and smiled at Horatio who continued
to stare at the wall a few inches above her head. uOf course, dear
heart."
She rose gracefully, automatically pulling up the straps of her halter,
.and took the instrument from the litter of books, dog-eared magazines,
a collapsed bagpipe, and a pair of rusting ice skates in one comer of the
room. She placed the instrument in her husband's outstretched arms.
Head cocked quizzically to one side like a robin listening for worms,
he struck a few preliminary chords.
UUgh," he said, and frowned. His right-hand fingers fluttered up
and down the offending strings; very ~reful1y he turned the keys.
uI have composed a song," he said, finally satisfied. Exhausted, he
carefully placed the instrument at the side of the sofa and fell back
upon the rumpled bedding.
uDo sing it, dear heart." Lee-Anna clapped her hands and drained
heJ!glass.
UVery good," Theo cried. "Capitall Capitall"
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Horatio stared at him coldly for several moments before struggling
to a sitting position. Breathing heavily he retrieved the guitar, and
gazed into space.
"It's called 'Bulge at the Belly, Nelly'," he announced. He lifted his
head, plucked the strings, and began to sing in a good but very shaky
tenor.
When I was a little girl
My mother said to me
Come and sit beside me, Nell,
And harken to my plea.
Beware of men who Batter you
And stroke you so fondly,
Or ....
The poet's voice quavered and broke, and he glanced imperiously
towards the pitcher of Bloody Marys. Lee-Anna poured a short drink
into her own emptied glass and held it to Horatio's lips. After a long
sip and a mirthless smile, he resumed.
Or
You'll bulge at the belly, Nelly,
Bulge conspicuously.
He clos~d his eyes and caressed the guitar.
Yes, you'll bulge at the belly, Nelly,
Bulge irrevocably.
He placed the guitar carefully on the floor and lapsed into silenc~
"That's very good, Rayl Very fine indeedl" Theo walked to Horatio
and patted his shoulder. "Really first-rate, old boy."
Horatio raised himself on one shaky elbow. He stared at Theo
blankly.
"Go to hell," he said in a flat, metallic voice, and closed his eyes,
and fell back. Roderick, suddenly awakened, uttered a hoarse cry, and
the alarmed Penrod retreated once again beneath the bed, only his
stub tail and deformed paw visible.
"Horatiol" Lee-Anna leaped to her feet, upsetting her depleted
Bloody Mary. "What an ugly way to talkl"
"You're damned right," added Theo. "I don't know what's eating
you. Don't start that stuff again, Rayl"
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Horatio ignored him and squinted at Lee-Anna.
"You have too much makeup on/' he ~aid. He put his hands over
his eyes and addressed the ceiling. "Why do 'you insist on going
around looking like a small town B-girl?" He sighed heavily and
turned his back to them.
"Knock it off, Ray," Theo said. He turned to Lee-Anna and patted
her shoulder. "That's a stupid way to talk, Ray, I must say."
"Yes," Lee-Anna added from the depths of the maize slingchair to
which she had retired. "Don't be defensive, darling. You know how
you upset me when you're defensive."
~
"Okay, okay," Horatio said, continuing to address the ceiling. His
voice was low, devoid of tone. "Just don't bug me, that's all."
"Knock it off; Ray," Theo said again. He raised a clenched fist in the
air, but his voice was gentle. "Tell us a story, or sing or something.
Let's not bengly."
"Well," Ray began. He reached out his hand, fingers outstretched
as though searching for the right words. "I recently had a dream."
Theo's clenched fist slowly opened. He lowered his arm, walked to
the sofa slowly, and sat down beside the poet. He turned towards LeeAnna and beckoned. She rose unsteadily, wiping the corners of her
eyes, and sat down beside Theo, who put one arm around her shoulders
and stroked her gently.
"Poor baby. Tell us." She reached out and placed her hand in
Horatio's.
"Well," he continued, with a visible effort to control the shaking in
his voice, but suddenly his face crumpled. He rose unsteadily-and
staggered into the bathroom. When he returned several minutes
later, his face was gray and sweat covered his high,' bony forehead.
Lee-Anna wiped his brow with Kleenex, and she and Theo half-led,
half-carried him to the bedroom.
"Rest, lamb-a-baum," she crooned. "Hush, hush, hush. Forget the
dream, poor baby, and rest."
She pulled the sheet to his chin, patted his forehead once again,
and together she and Theo tiptoed from the room. Theo bowed
slightly toward the closed door and crossed his hands over his chest.
"Surely," he quoted, "I think the wild beasts fear your white bones/
Even though you lie there dying, brave Horatio! /Your valor great
Pelion know, and mighty Ossa,/ And the wind-swept lonely ways of
high Kithairon."
.
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"I REALLY FEEL uncomfortably like Judas Iscariot," Theo confided to
Lee-Anna as they slowly descended the rickety steps. "It is awful to
betray my luv/' he grimaced and pointed to Roderick who was clinging to his shoulder. As the morning had waned, the bantam's condition had deteriorated. His once fierce eyes were glazed, his drooping
feathers had become even more bedraggled and were flaked with what
appeared to be an incurable case of dandruff.
"Poor Roderick," Lee-Anna said. "Somehow he knows that we have
decided to get rid of him. But don't fret, Theo," she added hastily,
alarmed at the sudden frown which darkened his face. "You, certainly,
are not solely responsible. This is a group action 1 Unanimous I"
Beneath her more than usually heavy makeup her heart-shaped
face, dramatic beneath an ash-colored shoulder-length wig, was flushed
with drink and excitement. She wore her best pale yellow jersey which
accentuated her small breasts-you look like a daffodil, Theo had said,
a regular Robert Herrick type daffo-down-diIIy-and walked daintily
on dizzily high spikes, her neat little buttocks beneath the avocadohued stretchpants soaring and dipping like a pair of swallows in flight.
"Yes," Theo agreed readily, his face lightening. "It is for the best.
We will find-a home for the foundling, where he will make friends of
his own, where he can scream at dusk amidst his fellows, and even, perhaps, eventually find himself a mate."
4'Besides," groaned Horatio, somewhat refreshed from his recent
nap but shockingly pallid, "this action has been forced upon us."
He paused, breathing heavily, and set down the styrofoam ice chest.
Penrod, limping behind him, sat down awkwardly and rested his shapeless muzzle at Horatio's feet. The poet's long face suddenly wrinkled,
grew unbearably tense, and he threw back his balding head and
sneezed.
4'1 have always been allergic to chicken feathers."
"True," Theo acquiesced. He reached toward his shoulder and
stroked the bantam's beak. Roderick struggled to rise, and crowed
weakly. "In all the excitement last night, we betrayed you, Ray. Forgive our thoughtlessness. As a matter of fact," he added, "it just occurs
to me that birds or fowl of any sort are not permitted in faculty housing. So," he concluded, beaming, "none of u~ is guilty. Come! Come,
good friends, it is time for us to depart."
He strode to the car and held the door gallantly for Lee-Anna before assisting Horatio who had momentarily disappeared behind the
car. "All passion spent," the poet muttered as he sank upon the bumpy
I
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rear seat. Thea half-pushed, half-lifted, the limp body of Penrod who
lay panting on the floor, too exhausted to do more than lick Horatio's
sandalled feet. With a wave of his hand, Thea climbed in beside
Lee-Anna who eased the old tired Valiant out of the gravelled driveway and onto the chuckholed road, carefully avoiding the litter of
shabby tricycles, dented sand pails, and a sled left over from the late
April snow of the preceding month.
"Up,·· up, and away!" -Thea cried, as they drove slowly from the
compound to the winding blacktop road which led to Highway 63
where rolling bottom lands stretched fat and fallow along the banks
of the Missouri River. "And now, dear friends, it will soon be time to
wet our jolly whistles."
He fumbled for the styrofoam chest which he had carefully stocked
with limes, lemons, cracked ice, dry soda, and light mm.
"Who's for Terrible
Thea's special version of fishhouse punch?"
\
he chuckled, his spirits rising as the blueish dome of the Administration Building receded in the distance.
"Where's the chest, little sweetie?" He patted Lee-Anna's rounded
knee fondly.
"It was here a little bit ago," she answered, and leaned from the window to wave gaily at a small boyan a bicycle. "Children shouldn't ride'
bikes on the highway," she added absently. "Dangerous."
"Where? What's that?" asked Thea with an edge of irritation in
his voice.
"They shouldn't ride bikes on the highway."
"What's that got to do with the chest, honey babe?"
"The chest? What chest?"
"The chest with the moon's. What chest did you think I meant?"
"Oh, the chest. Isn't it in the back with Ray?"
He turned around awkwardly, dislodging Roderick who tumbled to
the seat between them. He glared at Ray who had fallen asleep, one .
bony hand resting on Penrod's head.
"Where's the chest, Ray?"
He shook Horatio's shoulder, pushing Penrod's head aside as the dog
swung his shaggy head in his direction. The poet opened his eyes
- slowly, muttered "the cave with no exit," and again closed his eyes.
"Oh, God in Heaven," Thea cried, carefully scanning the back seat
and floor. "The idiot has forgotten the ice chest! Stop the car, LeeAnna."
As the Valiant lurched to a stop, Horatio opened his eyes.
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"Can't you all be quiet?" His voice was high and querulous. "Can't
you see I'm trying to sleep? And keep your hands off Lee-Anna, Theo."
"That's a hell of a way to talk, Ray. Get with it, man, where is the
chest? In the name of Heaven, what have you done with it?"
"Isn't it up there with you?"
Again Theo searched the front seat.
"No, it isn't here. Good Godl"
"Perhaps you put it in the trunk, lamb-a-baum." Lee-Anna's voice
was conciliatory.
"Why don't you check it out, Ray?"
''I'm far too weak to check it out, Theo. Far too weak. Why don't
you check it out yourself?" Horatio closed his eyes and snuggled close
to. Penrod who had struggled from the floor to the seat. "I know," he
added in a sepulchral voice, "I expect I left it back at the house."
"That just about tears it," Theo growled. "Let's call the whole thing
off. The day's just about ruined, as far as I'm concerned. And stop that
damned snuffling, Penrod!"
"You are both impossible!" Lee-Anna folded her arms on the
.steering wheel, and placed her head in the crook of them, and wept.
Penrod raised his head and uttered a low, dismal howl.
"Shut up, Penrodl" Theo leaned over the back of the seat and shook
a menacing finger. "Be quiet, sirl"
"Don't tell my dog to shut up, Theo! I suggest you be quiet yourself." Horatio slowly sank back into the inexpensive pillows which LeeAnna had artfully arranged to cover the worn spots in the upholstery.
Lee-Anna straightened up and frowned at Theo and then at Horatio.
"You are both awful," she said, and fumbled in her straw and leather
shoulder bag. She withdrew a small linen handkerchief, dabbed at the
comers of her eyes, and switched on the ignition and slowly eased
the car back onto the highway. They drove in silence, the atmosphere
heavy with tension and gloom. Penrod lay motionless except for occasional spasmodic twitchings of his bad leg. and the flicker of an ear,
coffee-dark against the oat.colored curls of his head, and Roderick
made no effort t~ return to his sanctuary on Theo's shoulder but lay
grotesquely on the seat beside Lee-Anna.
"Honey babe," Theo said gently after several minutes had passed.
''I'm sorry, honey babe."
She did not answer, but stared straight ahead, rigidly confined
within an iron maiden of unhappiness. He tentatively patted her thigh,
but she made no response but continued to drive slowly along the
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curving road, oblivious of the ~umps of pale green poplars and the
gaunt outcroppings of limestone, and the rolling bottomlands which
stretched lushly down to the river. He withdrew his hand and grimly
lighted a cigarette.
"Oh, Theo/' she spoke suddenly, and pulled off the road and turned
off the engine. Without speaking she turned to him and put her arms
around his neck and kissed him on the mouth, oblivious of Roderick's
protesting squawk. They sat very still for several minutes, her small
head on his shoulder.
"I'm sorry, honey babe," Theo said again. "I don't know why we
do ,this."
,
"I rememberl" Horatio struggled to a sitting position on the cluttered back seat. "I did put the chest in the trunk1 Give me the key,
Lee-Anna."
He struggled to the door, disturbing Penrod who sighed in his
sleep, and stumbled from the car. Outside, before going to unlock the
trunk, he paused and turned toward Lee-Anna and Theo who, separated, were watching him intently.
"And keep your pickin' hands off Lee-Anna, Theo," he said, and
slowly walked to the back of the car and -leaned over the trunk with
.
the key in his hand.
the sky was sherry-colored, and spice-scented
with the breath of hawthorne and apple blossoms. A brown dove
perched on the sagging line strung between grayed and weather-aged
telephone poles was a talisman of joy, an emblem of hope, a signature
for all who had eyes to read-so Theo had exclaimed between long,
long draughts from the moisture-beaded m'ason jar. Horatio, completely incapacitated by-his most retent retching, snored gloomily, his
head half-buried in Penrod's mane while Roderick, drugged by the
warmth and the rhythmic bouncing of the Valiant, dozed uneasily, his
toes pressed against Lee-Anna's leg. She had slipped off her shoes;
occasionally Theo stroked her crooked little feet, the defonned victims
of her penchant for high heels, pausing experimentally to tap the bonelike nail of her third toe.
"A good way to go." He reached for ,a cigarette and a kitchen
match, and expertly flicked the head with his thumbnail. There was a
puff of smoke and a tongue of flame as the head, suddenly snapped
from the matchstick, arched through the air to land on the leg of his
trousers.
IN THE LATE AFTERNOON
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"They don't make kitchen matches the way they used to," he said
hastily slapping out the widening, fire-rimmed circle.
"You kill me," Lee-Anna said, and suddenly they both burst into
unrestrained laughter. Quietly he withdrew the tail of her jersey; they
laughed again, like children, and he withdrew his hands and retrieved
the' mason jar and held it for her to drink. '];hey continued to drive
slowly, and Lee-Anna hummed the lines from Horatio's song, Yes,
you'll bulge at the bel, Nel, bulge at the bel. '
As they rounded a turn, they saw a dingy one-story frame house, a
quarter of a mile or so off the road.
"There's a likely-looking home for our princeling." Theo put the
mason jar on the floor. "Surely they must keep chickens:-"
"If only Andrew Wyeth were here to paint this." Lee-Anna's hand
described an arc which included the pale white petals of the stunted
hawthorne trees alongside the gravel road, the sparse maples which
surrounded the house, and the decrepit, sway-backed outbuildings.
"How about Grandma Moses?" he replied, and took another drink
from the jar. "Be of good cheer, Usher, all will be well." He cupped
the cock in one hand, its body dry as dust, and trickled a few drops of
the spring-well cold liquid into Roderick's half-opened beak. "I shall
return," he said to Lee-Anna and stepped from the car. It was farther
to the house than he had anticipated, and the stubbled grass was less
inviting than it had appeared; he found himself stumbling and once,
after recovering his balance, lost sight of the house.
"Tum around," Lee-Anna called from the car; "you're going in the
wrong direction."
. She started to descend but he waved her away with his free hand.
"No problem," he called hoarsely. "No problem at all, honey babe."
He began the long trek confidently, Roc}erick clutched firmly in his
le-ft hand. The air smelled of scallions; scanning the ground, he noticed
the myraids of tubelike dark green. Ugh, he thought, and plowed
ahead.
At the door, finally, he turned and waved reassuringly in the direction of the car, turned again and knocked, a firm, committed knock.
Behind the screendoor, he caught a confused glimpse of an overstuffed
sofa and a television set with some kind of' brightly painted plaster-ofparis collie dog. Friendly, good people, he thought; terrible taste, but
good solid animal lovers. Then he heard shuffling footsteps, and he was
staring through the blurred screen at a woman in a cheap SearsRoebuck housedress, hair like iron filings, and a squint.
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She stared at him, neither hostile nor friendly, the blank stare of
a heifer.
"Yes?" she said, finally.
"Good evening, ma'am.". Theo's voice was rich, rum-illuminated,
reassuring. "Excuse my intruding like this, but I have a favor to ask
of you." He exhaled ingratiatingly, and the woman took a hasty back..
ward step. "Or, rather, ma'am, I have a gift for you."
.
"Uh?"
.
"Yes, dear friend, a gift." He pointed to Roderick, motionless in
the crook of his left arm, and tried to ignore the look of confusion and
hostility which was slowly spreading over the pasty countenance behind the screen.
.
"Do you, ma'am, keep chickens?" With a slight bow he pointed
to the drooping figure of the cock.
Without speaking the woman turned and disappeared into the
shadows of the house. Theo waited patiently, and hummed the stirring
•
rhythms of the Hymn to Joy. How fortunate, he thought, leaning
against the door jamb, that wpman is. Here she is, buried in the country-he peered mistily at the scrubby grass, the still leafless pin oaks,
and browned out cedars-with very few advantages and suddenly out
of the blue, as it were, a talented stranger-he straightened his slumping shoulders and threw back his head-knocks at the door and offers
a bounty. A prize cock who may bring them little extra money-he
flicked Roderick's limp comb with his forefinger-and, indeed, a companionship she has never before experienced.
He heard heavy footsteps: a man stood before him, a pale, lean man
dressed in overalls, with pale, lean eyes and a slight tic at the comer of
his mouth.
Obviously spastic, Theo thought. With an effort he pushed himself free of the waIl of the house and bowed in the direction of the
lean man.
"Good day, sirl" How rich and warm my voice sounds, he thought.
"Here is the cock, sir, about which I recently spoke to your wife.
Yours for ~e taking, sir. Give him a good home; he richly deserves it,
and wiIl amply repay your kindness."
He inclined his head toward Roderick, consciously straining until
the two blurred bantam heads merged into one.
"The hour of parting has come, old friend." He tightened his hand
around the thin chest and extended his arm in the direction· of the
thin man.

a
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"Here, sir," he began, slowly and with a very real effort trying to
focus his eyes.
The sagging porch was vacant. Theo stood uncertainly, Roderick's
limp and lusterless tail feathers drooping and spilling between the
fingers of his outstretched hand. Theo found himself counting the
paint~flecked, uneven floorboards when again he was aware of the
sound of heavy footsteps. Painfully he raised his head: he was looking up at the barrel of a shotgun. Slowly, inexorably, the steel cylinder
descended until Theo found himself staring into the empty blue eye
of the muzzle.
"No!" he cried. He turned quickly, Roderick tumbling from his
hand. With ineffable dignity he stooped to retrieve the limp body.
Only then, slowly and majestically, did he retreat from the porch to
stumble across the field toward the car. Lee-Anna, breathless and barefooted, her shoulders shaking with unrelieved laughter, gingerly picked
her way across the stubble to meet him.
of all this good Sama~tan jazz, darling," Theo sighed.
."The days of gracious gift-giving and gift-receiving are past." He lay
resignedly Qn the coarse oat-colored Mexican blanket which Lee-Anna
had spread out on a slightly rising grass-covered bank a few feet from
the Valiant; he traced with a drooping forefinger the pyramid-shaped
designs of gray, green, and black, before reaching out for Lee-Anna's
hand. In the west, great scarlet fingers of cloud probed the lemoncolored sky; somewhere behind a clump of cottonwoods a cow lowed
mournfully, and the scent of new green growth from the fields
hovered in the still air like the recollection of a child's hasty kiss. In
the cramped back seat of the car Horatio turned uneasily in his sleep,
half-raised his head from Penrod's curly shoulder. "The cave with no
exit, the cave with no exit," he muttered, and slumped back into disturbed dreams.
Lee-Anna withdrew a cigarette from her jewelled case and leaned
over Th~reclining body.
"We hav~ done the best we can," she said, glancing at the limp
body of Roderick beside Theo, motionless except for an occasional
spasmodic shudder.
.Theo nodded, and extended a lighted match. She cupped his hand
in both of hers and raised the flame toward her mouth like a bishop
bearing a chalice to some high altar. She drew deeply, and exhaled
gratefully.
'II AM A-WEARY
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"You are a darling/' she said, and sank' down beside him. They lay
very quietly for several minutes while the finn outline of the scarlet
fingers blurred and dissolved into a pink and lavender haze above the
dark fringe of earth; a chill crept into the air and a slight mist rose
from the hollows.
Theo ran his fingers lightly around Lee-Anna's throat.
"Let's have 0Ile more drink, and then go home."
He returned to the car and slopped the remains of the rum and soda
over the diminished ice in the mason jar. Swirling the mixture gently,
listening to the lap-lap-lap of the fragrant drink against the sides of
the jar, he suddenly felt at peace with the world; without thinking,
he leaned over the seat and placed his hand on Horatio's shoulder, who
stirred uneasily before resuming the heavy, labored breathing of the
asthmatic. He was raising the mason jar to his lips when he heard the
cry from Lee-Anna.
"Theo," she called. "Theo, hurry, something terrible is happening."
The mason jar slipped from between his hands, the punch drenching the crotch of his rumpled trousers, and trickling coldly down his
leg. He ran from the car antl knelt beside Lee-Anna. Roderick lay on
his back, his egg-yolk toes slowly contracting and expanding; in the
thinning light they looked like the plastic feet of the artificial Easter
chickens in the dime stores. His pale dented beak was agape, his
eyes coated with a scummy film. AsTheo reached over to touch the
scrawny body, Roderick shuddered and uttered a hoarse, feeble cry;
he made one convulsive effort to regain his feet, and fluttered his wings
and fell back. Theo touched his hand to Lee-Anna's head and walked
back to the car and sat down in the front seat where Penrod had
crawled to the floorboards and was thirstily lapping the muddied remains of the fishhouse punch.
"Roderick's dead," Tpeo said to Horatio, who did not hear him. He
withdrew the plastic half-pint flask of whiskey he always kept in the
glove compartment of the Valiant, and took a short swallow. Then he
returned to Lee-Anna who was sitting on the blanket, and sat down
beside her without speaking. She had placed Roderick's body in her lap
and was looking at the last faint gray smudges of the sunset. Heremoved one of her hands from her lap, and placed it in his own. She
made no effort to remove it, and he stroked her palm gently with
his fingertips, and clumsily put his arm around her shoulder; her
flesh was cold beneath his touch. He took off his rumpled jacket and
.draped it around her shoulders, and kissed her lightly on the cheek.
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They sat quietly for a tew minutes, the coolness rising in the dusk
like water. Finally, he touched her elbow, and she half rose and lifted
Roderick's body from her lap and placed it on the ground beside the
coarse fringes of the Mexican blanket. He squatted alongside the
blanket and with his heel and some sticks and a sharp pointed stone
dug a shallow grave and placed the body in it. When he had covered it
with dirt and pebbles, he rose and stretched. His knees were stiff
and the calves of his legs ached. He folded the blanket carefully and
returned to the car and opened the trunk and put the blanket away.
He returned to Lee-Anna, and put his ann around her waist and together they walked back to the car and sat down on the uncomfortable
front seat. He offered her the whiskey flask, but she shook her head.
Horatio slowly opened his eyes and patted Penrod's head; the dog
lay on the seat beside him, his beard damp from the remains of the
fishhouse punch.
"It's time to go back," Theo said, and turned the ignition key.
"Okay," HOFcltio said, and closed his eyes.
"Roderick's dead," Lee-Anna said.
"Dead?"
"He died, and Thee buried him:'
"Poqr little chap." Horatio closed his eyes and lay back.
They drove home slowly. The car was again quiet except for
H~tio's breathing and an occasional hiccup from Penrod. When,
fi~a!ly, they turned onto Ashland Gravel Road and could see the glowing banks of light from the Medical Center and the pale luminescent
spires of the Union Building, Lee-Anna placed her. hand in Theo's
lap. He drove' with extreme caution as they approached the faculty
compound where children were still playing on the two-by-four lawns
of the crackerbox houses. Three little girls were singing "London
Bridge is Falling Down," their untrained voices clear and fragile and
pure in the darkness. Theo turned the Valiant into Horatio and LeeAnna's driveway, and stopped the car; she withdrew her han~, and
placed it gently on his knee. Then, together, they helped Horatio and
Penrod from the car and up the rickety steps and through the living
room where on the sides and rims of the Bloody Mary glasses the
flecks of tomato juice had darkened into cement-like flecks and
blotches and the smell of stale cigarette smoke still lingered in the
air, and into the bedroom. They deposited Horatio on the bed, and
Theo gently removed his shoes and loosen'ed his tie while Lee-Anna
washed his hands and face with a dampened washrag. They pulled the
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light blanket up to his chin and lowered the shade and switched on the
nightlight on the wall beside the bed. Then they tiptoed out· of the
room, gingerly stepping over the snoring mass of Penrod's limp body,
and closed the flimsy door behind them. Theo mixed a pair of whiskeys
and water while Lee-Anna brewed a pot of coffee. They sat down together on the sofa-bed, and sipped their coffee and drank their whiskeys, and smoked.
"It's been a long day," Lee-Anna said, and turned her face to him
and kissed him.
"It's been a good day," he said. She laid her mouth against his and
they sat quietly together, without speaking or moving, while outside
the sounds of the children diminished and then faded away completely, ~and the sky blackened over the blurred mass of the university
buildings.
~ The
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Carlos Fuentes

Mexico's Metropolitan Eye
BY LUIS HARSS

IN the past decade or so, the ravages and benefits of metropolitanism
and its by.products have given a new look to Mexican literature, one
of whose foremost representatives today, in the field of the novel, is
Carlos Fuentes~
Modem Mexican literature', as most things in Mexico today, starts
with the 1910 Revolution, an explosive force whose liberating influ·
ence was felt at every level of the country's life and culture. It was
1910 when a group of young enthusiasts under the leadership of
Jose Vasconselos, disgusted by Mexico's educational vacuum-the National University, though just reopened by Justo Serra after years of
oblivion, was practically inoperative-got together to found the freewheeling Ateneo de la Juventud (Atheneum of Youth) . A few decades
earlier, the apathetic Emperor Maximilian had been shot by Benito
Juarez (1809-72), whose subsequent land·reform program was meant
to disenfranchise the clergy and the' colonial gentry under whose
economic stranglehold the country had been stagnating since the
days of the Spanish Conquest. But the confiscated properties Juarez
put on public auction simply clianged hands. Under his ironhanded
successor, Porfirio Diaz, a new privileged class, the HPorfirian ~ris
tocracy," mercenary and positivistic, came into power. Its standards
were commercial, its fashions European. It ruled through favoritism,
monopoly and centralization. The Revolution, essentially middle.class
in impulse, in spite of its anarchic peasant heroes, was the birth of
. national awareness, "a sudden immersion," says a shrewd commentator, Octavio paz, "of Mexico in its true self." In the chaos that followed, there was no guiding light for the founders of the new state.
They wo"fked in the dark, heirs to distinct echoes of European liber·
alism blown in on the winds of change sweeping the country, butCopyright © 1966 by Luis Harss.
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the Russian Revolution was still a thing of the future-without any
direct ideological influence from ~broad. Mexico had to be built on its
own base. For the moment, it seemed to have been spontaneously
generated. It had simply burst into existence-"dared to be," as paz
says. A self-made country sprung into full bloom from unknown
sources, it was forced to improvise as it went, choosing outlooks and
philosophies at random. A natural first step was for it to turn in on
itself in order to tap its own undiscovered resources. Fossilized under
feudal structures, waiting to be revived, was a rich Indian past. Overnight, discarding its mask of Europeanism, Mexico became militantly
"Mexicanista." There was that inherited sense, so often described by
another intelligent observer, Alfonso Reyes (1889'"1959), that the
American continent as a whole, and Mexico in particular, had not
only been discovered, but invented. It had started as a European
Utopia. Its essence or reality, as paz says, echoing the theme, had consisted in being always a future plan, a projection. What defined it was
not its first but its final cause. Its being was to become. And now,
with the Revolution as catalyst, when the dust settled on the battlefields, there was a moment of almost premeditated creation that gave
birth to national consciousness.
.
It was the age of Modernism-the Ruben Darlo era. Mexico had
produced its share of fine nineteenth-century poetry; the quiet sentiment and sensibility of Amado Nervo (1870-1919), the implacable
Parnassianism of Gutierrez Najera (1857"'95)' But new manners were
inspiring new melodies. Curiously, Modernism, though decidedly
precious in tendency-its practitioners were aesthetes who borrowed
from Spanish Baroque and French Symbolism-contributed indirectly,
on the one hand, to the internationalization of art in America; on the
other, to the discovery of local tradition. Toward 1905, the multiple
Nicaraguan, Ruben Dano (1867-1916), had suddenly turned to celebrating Indian lore, in a somewhat mannered vein to be sure, mostly
for purposes of myth and color. But, at the same time, his work was
a proud assertion of Latin cultural values against the encroaching ways
of the "Colossus of the North." Years in Europe had opened his eyes
to realities at home. To see evidence from afar was a typical process
in our culture. The first Latin Americans to become aware of their
cultural identity, as has often been pointed out, were those living in
exile. In paz's words: "To come home, first you must take the risk of
leaving. Only the .prodigal son returns." The facts speak for themselves. For generations, our shortest way home was around the world.
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Sometimes the voyage was spiritual. One of Mexico's top revolutionary poets was L6pez Velarde (1888-1921), whose somewhat strident
lyricism-'-a Modernist tic-did not obscure a message that was a clarion
call to nationality.
The call was soon taken up on all sides. The members of the Ateneo
de la Juventud were the first to broadcast it far and wide. It was
sometimes misinterpreted. Contemporary with the Revolution was
Mexico's "generation of 1915," which included such prime movers
as the Colonialistas, who looked back with misguided devotion on the
relics of Mexico's colonial past. They were followed by the Contemporaneos and the Estridentistas, who experimented in various ways
with combinations of modem form and revolutionary content. Meantime, in 1921 a period of enlightened educational reform was begun
when Vasconcelos was named rector of the National University.
Under his guidance, poets and academicians-Torres Bodet, Carlos
Pellicer-joined hands in exploring the depths of the Mexican soul.
They bore witness to confusion. Often they drew a desolate picture of
spiritual displacement. Among them, in the Twenties and Thirties,
were the "poets of solitude": Jose Gorostiza, Xavier Villaurrutiaboth born arOland 1900-and, a bit later, All Chamucero and Octavio
Paz.
Meantime, there had been a crop of "revolutionary" novelists:
Mariano Azuela, author of dour documentaries-Los de Abajo (The
Underdogs, 1928) -and MartIn Luis Guzman, whose huge canvasesplaced under the sign of the eagle and the serpent, Mexico's emblems,
and culminating with a biography of Guzman's friend and comrade-inarms, Pancho Villa-chronicled the whole revolutionary saga in a vein
halfway between fiction and reportage. .Both Azuela and Guzman
were Maderistas, partisans of Mexico's first revolutionary president,
Madero, who was soon disposed of by assassination, and their work,
much of it written in the heat of battle, reflects their disenchantment
with the course of events after the fall of their leader. But they were
too close to events to have any real perspective on them. Perhaps
the first sign of a broader view were the novels of Agustin Yatiez,
often made of childhood reminiscences that evoke the depressing
landscapes of Yanez's native province, Jalisco. Yanez, a mythologist,
pioneers ambitiously, if not too successfully, in the use of modem
literary techniques borrowed from such models as Huxley's Point
Counterpoint and Dos Passos' Manhattan Transfer. More incisive,
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and less Platonic, has been the literature of social protest, characteristically Marxist in outlook, as in the bleak works of Jose Revueltas
-El Luto Rumano (Ruman Mourning)-a fine psychologist who in
the Forties and Fifties moved his settings to the city, thus helping lay
the groundwork for the urban novel.
At mid-century, its past and future in uncertain suspense, Mexico
was still a:country in search of a definition. With the Revolution fading into the ,background, the early Fifties were a moment of reappraisal. "The 'history of Mexico," Paz was writing at about this time,
"is that of the man in search of his affiliation,his origin." Easy labels
-Europeanism, nationalism-had become handicaps. The Mexican
had begun to outgrow them. He was a hybrid product, but even
that notion now seemed unsatisfactory. The tendency, says Paz, was
for the Mexican to assert himself as a separate and distinct entity, descended neither from the Indians nor the Spaniards, autonomous,
self-contained; "a child of the void." The return to the sources and
the concomitant mestizo mystique that had nourished the postrevolutionary years, had ended in a sense of spiritual orphanage. Wrote Paz,
summing up: "The Revolution has not been able to articulate its explosive saving force in a vision of the world, nor has the Mexican mind
resolved the conflict between the insufficiency of our own tradition
and our imperative need for universality." Therefore a central concern
of Mexican thought at this time was to distill the "essence" of Mexicanism. Suddenly everyone seemed to be devoted to ontological investigation and- cultural psychoanalysis. The theme soon became
obsessive, and occasionally reached fatuous proportions, as in the work
of Uranga-AmHisis del Ser del Mexicano (Analysis of Mexican Being)
-who declares flatly that a philosophy that does not take Mexicanism
as its cardinal theme is un-Mexican, and doomed to fade as fast as a
hothouse flower. Paz, a poet, is wiser. He constantly evokes the
Mexican's feeling of solitude and isolation. But in that "labyrinth of
solitude" h'e finds a form of communion. For him, Mexicanism is not
a saturation campaign, but a sense of shared responsibilities. That
seems to be the attitude with which Mexico has entered the Sixties.
Perhaps today at last, relatively safe in his continuity, the Mexican
can feel, as Alfonso Reyes foresaw he would long ago, that he is joined
to his people not only by inherited genetic traits or collective interests,
but the deeper community of spirit that comes from daily contact
with common problems and experiences. His true identity, he has be-
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gun to discover, is in his individuality. Which is another way of saying
that to be a twentieth-century Mexican is to be a contemporary of
all men.
No ONE COULD BE BETI'ER FITI'ED for this role, by background, temperament and upbringing, than Carlos Fuentes, a handso~e young
man-about-town who is one of the most worldly names in our literature. He was born in Mexico City in 1929, but spent most of his
childhood and early youth on the move between various American
capitals-Santiago de Chile, Rio de Janeiro, Buenos Aires, Montevideo,
Quito, Washington-to which duty was assigned his father, a roving
career diplomat with more than thirty years in the service, who is currently Mexican ambassador in Rome. Mounting the paternal family
. tree we find globe-trotting Germans and Canarians. There was a greatgrandfather from Darmstadt, a LasaIIian Socialist who exiled himself
under the Bismarck regime and landed in Mexico .to plant coffee in
Veracruz. That was around 1875. His son became a banker and was
later displaced from Veracruz by the Revolution and ended .up in
Mexico City. On the maternal side, Fuentes recalls a grandfather who
was a merchant in the Pacific port of Mazatlan. His wife was a school
inspector. "Typical petit bourgeois stock," Fuentes says cheerfully of
his pedigree.
No doubt he has had to live it down. But at the same time he has
enjoyed its advantages. He received a polished education in some of
the best schools of the continent, including Chile's thoroughbred
Grange. He is multilingual. He learned English when he was four, in
Washington. French, a less fluent language for him, he picked up in
1950 reading Balzac's Peau de Chagrin with a dictionary on a boat
trip to Europe. He was on his way to study international law in
Geneva. By then, like his father, he was in the diplomatic service. The
year he spent in Geneva, he was a member of the Mexican delegation
to the International Labor Office, as well as cultural attache to the
Embassy. Back in Mexico, he held several bureaucratic posts at the
University, was eventually named head of the Foreign Affairs Ministry's Department of Cultural Relations. By the time he was out of
law school in,1955, he was already launched on his literary career. He
was a founder of the prestigious Revista Mexicana de Litera·~ura (Mexican Review of Literature). Its editorial principles reflected his conviction that art was passion and discipline, and that Ita culture can be
- profitably national only when it is generously universal."
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In a continent where literary activity closely reflects economic conditions, a sign of modern Mexico's enterprising spirit is the fact that
Fuentes, for several years now a successful young executive in the
world of letters, lives entirely from his writing. He commands a wide
range, from fiction to essays, articles-some written directly in English,
for such magazines as Monthly Review and Holiday-and movie
scripts. A good part of his income comes from his movie work. He
has collaborated with Abby Mann on a film version of The Children
of Sanchez, and worked with Luis Buuuel on a cinematic adaptation
of Carpentier's novelette, El Acoso. Recently, with a group of restless
- young artists, among them the versatile illustrator, Jose Luis Cueyas,
he has been active in experimental cinema, a new movement in Mexico, backed by a team of imaginative technicians in rebellion against
the notorious commercial tyranny of the monopolistic Producers' Syndicate. He has contributed scripts, a couple of them derived from his
own stories. They have helped spread his reputation, both at home
and abroad. He is one of the most widely read of our serious novelists.
He has been translated into thirteen languages. Financial independence has helped him maintain his freedom of movement. Like almost
all men of conscience in Latin America, he is left in politics-a friend
of Mailer, a great admirer of C. Wright Mills, the "true voice of the
U.S."; affiliations that have cost him more than one visa to the U.S.but as a freethinker, not a hatchet man or salesman for any particular
faith. He is equally unselfconscious about his nationality. He takes a
civilized view of his constant hedgehopping trips to near and far
places. If his travels eventually all take him back to Mexko, it is, he
says with a charming smile that must scandalize some of his flag-waving countrymen, because he finds peace to work there. "After all, it's
cheap, the climate is good, and there's privacy.. It's easy to isolate
yourself in Mexico."
Being as much in demand as he is, tie has to. The solution has been
a large, rambling house "straight out of an Emily Bronte novel" in a
shady residential suburb, San Angel Inn, where lovers of colopial'
architecture have set themselves up among iron grills, tiled patios,
. wooden beams and other discards rescued from surrounding demolition sites. A pleasantly solid, if basically makeshift, style distinguishes
the area, which combines modern convenience with a sort of patrician
grace. There are winding streets leading to dead ends and fragrant
gardens with swimming pools and playgrounds. Cabs, the only reliable
means of local transportation, invariably lose their way coming .off the

/
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freeway from downtown. Indian laborers and their families squat over
their open fires at lunchtime, with their backs to the street, where
afHuence thunders by in flashy sports cars.
The Fuentes home is up a quiet blind alley. He receives us at the
cool carriage entrance, in an open blue shirt, jaunty white slacks and
tennis shoes. He has a smooth charm and quick wit that immediately
set one at ease. He is also disarmingly candid about himself. He speaks
of hi~ work, his achievements and interests in an offhand way that
would seem almost glib if it were not so completely straightforward
and sincere. He has a sportsman's bounce and vitality that reflect his
youthful and dynamic outlook on life. But perhaps the mo~t striking
thing about him is his urbanity. It comes naturally to him. With his
glamorous wife, the actress Rita Macero, a celebrated. beauty, he is
often in the limelight. There could be no kinder host. "Ask me anything you want. I'm a talking machine," he tells us with a wave of
his arm, as he leads us through an ample courtyard from where we
catch a glimpse of a big garden with swings and flowerbeds, into a
shadowy sitting room with heavy sofas and high ceilings. We follow
him up the stairs into another tall room featuring a huge fireplace surrounded by stratospheric bookshelves. Patches of wall between the
woodwork are studded with Picasso prints and abstract paintings.
Plump cushioned settees, statuettes on stands and tortured scrap iron
figurines complete the sprawling decor. There is a work desk in a
windowed nook in a comer, its wide surface piled high with papers,
and a flat coffee table in the middle of the room, in front of the fireplace, where there are stacks of up-to-date magazines and recent books
by American authors, notably Mailer and Flannery O'Connor. Chatting, we settle to a sociable drink. Fuentes, in an outgoing mood, sits
on the floor, his legs spread out, then gathered under him, chainsmoking.
He describes himself as a hypochondriac at work. HI write with the
nerves of my stomach, and pay for it with a duodenal ulcer and a
chronic colic." A manner of speaking it might be, but for the anointed,
who pull more than their weight, the road to Paradise leads. through
Hell. "Because I intuit that, I write novels," he told an audience not
long ago, in a conference la Mailer which, he says, turned into a sort
of public strip-tease. He lives as he writes, he said, "out of excess and
iilsufficiency, will and will-Iessness, love and hate." He quoted Mailer,
the' man with a thousand chips on his shoulder: "One writes with
everything that lives for one: love, violence, sex, drugs, loss, the family,

a
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work, defeat. But, above all, with something that concerns nobody
but the writer." What that is-the frogman croaking at the bottom
of the pond-need not be named. It dates from way back with him.
; HI WAS ALREADY WRITING as a child. I published things in Chile, for
instance, when I was' twelve or thirteen years old; stories that appeared
in the Bulletin of the Chilean National Institute, in the Grange magazine, when I was studying there, and so on." But his official entry into
the public domain was in 1954. That year, a Mexican writer, Juan Jose
Arreola, founded a publishing house for young Writers called Los
Presentes (Here'and Now). "So all those of us with an itch started to
write like mad for the publishing house."
The result, for Fuentes, was his first book of stories, Los Dias
Enmascarados (Masked Days), written in some haste, Hwith a series
of themes l'd been carrying around inside. I sat down and got the
book out in a month, to have it in time for the 1954 Book Fair." Its
elements of mythology were a nod to Mexico's Indian past.
Perhaps the choice of themes was inevitable. The past, in Mexico,
says Fuentes, "weighs heavily, because although the conquerors, the
Spaniards, carried the day, Mexico, because of its particular political
and historical makeup, has given the final victory to the conquered.
That's what the statue of Cuauhtemoc means. In Lima you have the
statue of Piiarro, in Santiago, that of Valdivia. Here the defeated have
been glorified. Why? Because Mexico is a country where only the
dead are heroes. If Francisco Madero, Emilliano Zapata or Pancho
Villa were alive today, with his finger in profiteering and graft, he
wouldn't be a hero anymore, would he? Our heroes ~re heroes because
they were sacrificed. In Mexico the only saving fate is sacrifice. . . .
The nostalgia for the past in Mexico is a direct result of the original defeat. Of the fact that Mexico was a country that lost its tongue, its
customs; its power, everything. It became a nation of slaves. The
Spanish we speak in Mexico is a Spanish of slaves, made entirely of
circumlocutions. But there's another factor to consider. If a typical
neo.capitalist country, such as France or the United States, can be
governed without revolutionary rhetoric, Mexico hasn't reached that
level yet. It isn't prosperous enough. When there's an abundance of
goods to be distributed, you can forget about rhetoric. In Mexico the
government has to justify itself with a series of myths. We all know
it was the middle class that led the Revolution to triumph in Mexico.
But this middle class presents itself wrapped in myths. In other words,
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the ruling class, alias the Partido Revolucionario Institucional, alias
the President of the Republic, equals: the nation, the Revolution, the
glories of the past, the Aztecs, everything. So they have to promote a
revolutionary rhetoric that strikes deep chords in Mexico, because it
is at the sC?urce of political power."
In Los Dfas Enmascarados, which belongs toa germinal stage in
his work, Fuentes at once exploits and- castigates some of the ancient
formulas and primitive modes of life that survive in modem Mexico.
"The best story in the book," he says, "can still be obtained, because
it was included in the Antologfa del Cuento Mexicano (Anthology of
the Mexican Short Story). It's called 'Chac Mool.'" Chac Mool, he
reminds us, was the god of· rain in the Aztec pantheon. Modem
civilization does not seem to have dimmed his powers. Proof of this is
an anecdote Fuentes tells us. In 1952, when the god's sculpted image
was shipped off on a European tour as part of a Mexican art exhibit,
there were storms on the high seas. Rain followed it wherever it went.
"It became famous as a rainmaker. For instance, peasants in certain
valleys of Spain where it hadn't rained in living memory, would mail
a few pesetas to the Palais de Chaillot. The money was put on the
god's stomach, and after fifty years, rain fell in those valleys. When
Chac Mool crossed the English Channel, there were the worst storms
anyone could remember. . . . That was what gave me the idea for
the story. It's about a little clerk. In the Lagunilla (Mexico's slummy
downtown flea market )he finds a replica of Chac MooI. He puts it in
his basement. The basement mysteriously floods. Chac Mool sweats
out a coat of slime. He starts to take on a certain fleshiness and flexibility, and suddenly he appears to the protagonist in his bedroom and
gains complete control over him, but in an equivocal way, chasing
him out of his house to meet his death in Acapulco. When a friend
brings the corpse home, he finds a strange greenish Indian occupying
the dead man's place in the house, wearing his dressing gown, all
decked out, perfumed, made up. . . . In the end, the owner replaces
the god in the flea market."
MANY OF THE LOOSE IDEAS roughly sketched out in Los Dias Enmascarados, says Fuentes, were incorporated in a more full-bodied form
into La Regi6n Mas Transparente.
La Regi6n Mas Transparente (Where The Air Is Clear, 1959)the Spanish title alludes to a phrase quoted by Alfonso Reyes in
Visi6n de Anahuac, originally attributable to Humboldt, who applied
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it to the high Valley of Mexico-was the book that established
Fuentes. To ·call i~ a novel would be to give only a limited idea of its
scope. A "biography of a city/' Fuentes calls it; and "a synthesis of
present-day Mexico." Which does not overstate the case. Fuentes has
done some comprehensive research into Mexican life and mores. The
product of his efforts is. a survey and complete accounting of the
state of Mexico in the early Fifties, an attempt at a definition and a
search for an identity. The social atmosphere of Mexico City is portrayed at all levels, from the upper-middle class, the new industrial
caste and the blighted remains of the old feudal aristocracy, to the
eternally downtro~den proletariat, with special emphasis on the classes
in flux, the upstarts and parvenus, social climbers and opportunists.
The general impression we have is that of a country born of a revolutionary fervor that soon betrayed its cause as time sedimented and
institutionalized it and the rebels of the past installed themselves at
the top of the pile as heads of banks and industries. Though some of
the old reforms have prevailed, Mexico is shown as living a period of
restoration. The main action of the novel takes place in 1951, but
branches back into the revolutionary era tb trace the ascending or
descending course of its protagonists. It is a bitter chronicle of corruption and egoism. The technique is cinematic: quick scenes reel by,
hard to focus on, blurred especially in opening chapters, which deal
with the gaudy club-and-cocktail-party set, but later falling into a clear
pattern as the spotlight centers on the human prototypes that embody
modem Mexico.
In a society of displaced persons, each man hangs on where he can.
The lack of a common philosophy, a national purpose, a sense of unity
and solidarity, sacrifices the weak to the strong, the principled to the
pragmatic. Such is the picture Fuentes draws. He sees a world in
turmoil, with constantly shifting values, racked by struggles for. supremacy, balanced on the edge of destruction. It is a fluid world of
unsh1:ble norms, still in the making, where the underdogs of today
become the precariously privileged of tomorrow. Every life is a boom
~-and bust. In Mexico, says Fuentes, things happen quickly; a lot of
mileage can be burned in a very short time. Progress is a bright comet
that drags a long dusty tail after it. Just below the modem habit is
the old tribal gesture. With heavy irony, Fuentes counterpoints the
atavic strain in Mexican life with the modem cult of the efficient and
the effective. Each attitude has its representative in the schemes.
There are throwbacks, like Ixca Cienfuegos, made of residual elements,
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and bandwagon riders like Librado Ibarra, a dowdy turncoat become
a crooked labor lawyer, or Roberto Regules, also a high~powered
shyster lawyer, both mouthpieces for a class sprung out of nowhere
that claims to have created its own values, and therefore considers itself entitled to exercise its rights and prerogatives at will in the sur~
rounding vacuum. There are also victims of the system: the old
syndicalist in decline, )Vho is shot in the back; the prostitute and wetback cast to the fringes of society by exploitation and unemployment;
and the rich man's plaything: the blind mistress-concubine, sensual
and pathetic in her role as an object of her masters greedy passion for
luxury items. Towering above considerations of humanity, or even
common decency, are the universal symbols of power: social acceptance, political influence and material possessions that include mansions, yachts, automobiles and people.
.
Spokesman par excellence for the dubious forces of evolution is the
self-made banker, Federico Robles, whose spectacular rise, via ruthless
expediency, from a humble sharecropper background to the heights of
unscrupulous wheeler~ealerism in some sense typifies modern functional and utilitarian Mexico. Robles is a builder, and is proud of it.
His standards are those of the status-seeker. To complement his
financial empire he has purchased himself a beautiful mundane wife,
Nonna Larragoiti, who shares his ambition, with a special knack for
turning frivolity into a form of high protocol. She lives feverishly,
with·a contemptuous laugh at critics who accuse her of being a snob
and a nouveau riche. Her position is the product of her talent, she says.
Name and money, and the benefits derived from theni, support her
claim that she, a child of shopkeepers, has, through sheer guts, become the best the country has to offer. And, in a way, she is right. Her
thirst for power and prestige is in the nature of a primordial force.
Success, for those who wield it with a flourish, has its own dangers
and splendors. Thus, Robles, who uses her as she uses him, willingly
admits that he belongs to "those who have dirtied their hands." And
why not? lCWithout me, without the handful of Robles who have
built the country in the last thirty years, there would be nothing.
Without us, without our minimum circle of power, I suspect everything would have been lost in our people's traditional apathy." He is
not ashamed to represent the voice of big business. The end justifies
the means. The best argument in his favor are his achievements. They
are clear evidence of the fact that ''here there is only one truth that
counts: either we build a prosperous country, or we starve. The only
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choice offered us is between wealth and indigence. And to attain
wealth, our main concern, to which all others should be subordinated,
must be to hasten the march toward capitalism." If the prescription
seems a bit simple, the fact, in hard practice, is that it works.
Not everyone shares his point of view, to the contrary. But, those
who contest it, wondering about the rightness of the country's course,
all too often have nothing better to offer in exchange. They are doodlers, "not doers. Such is the case of the perpetually hesitant, ineffectual and puritanical journalist and poet, Zamacona, a moral crusader
who wastes his time in soul-searching speculations on the subject of
Mexican "eccentricity." His thesis-the term is used etymologicallyis that Mexico has lost its identity in its pathological aping of foreign
cultures and customs. It has beeome a sort of dustbin for whatever the
tide brings in from other parts of the world. Though a world radically
alien to Europe, it has accepted ltthe fatality of total European penetration." At the same time, it has remained outside all logical patterns:
"a cloister, with its back to the world." It has been raped, not enriched.
Therefore, in search of its lost purity, it has confused origins With originality. There is no pure element in a mestizo country like Mexico,
where the basic mixture is not only ethnic but spiritual. Mexico ought
to define itself, not backward, but forward. "Rather than being born
original, we become it. ... We have to create both our origin arid our
originality." The solution is for Mexico to strike a balance between
what it is and always will be, and what, without travestying itself, it
can b~come. Meantime, Zamacona sees grim prospects ahead. The
hardships of Mexican reality, he says, perhaps with a touch of poetic
license, are sterner even than life in the European concentration camps, ~
because Uthe most terrible experience, Dachau or Buchenwald, only
underlined the principles at stake: liberty, human dignity," whereas in
Mexico nothing can justify "the destruction of the Indian world, our
defeat in the war with the U.S.... our hunger, our barren fields, our
plagues, our murders, our violence." What positive results have come
out of it all? In the end, with a fervent belief in Mexico's saving mission, which he conceives of in Messianic, almost Dostoevskian, terms,
he argues for a sort of Christian humanitarianism in social affairs, in
which each man, as Christ, would assume the pain and blame of his
fellow men and offer himself in personal atonement for them. He compares Mexico to the figure of Lazarus, dead only to be reborn, shouldering his fate. Thus, he represents the somewhat unfounded claim of
passive individualism in a depersonalized society.
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At the opposite end of the spectrum is the belligerent, half-mythical
figure of Ixca Cienfuegos, a personification of the lingering presence
of Mexico's aboriginal past with its pre-Columbian rites and ancient
blood feuds. Ixca, a ubiquitous retributory shadow threaded into almost every scene, functions as a sort of seeing eye in the book, at once
a symbol and a gadfly. He is the voice in the back of everyone's conscience. He has access into every social milieu: "official circles, the parlors of high life," the business world, at one moment passing for llsome
banker's magic brain," the next for a gigolo or a simple street peddler.
We never know for sure who he is, but his role is clear. He is the witness, the man who knows the truth about everyone, reads their secret
desires, sees through them, urging them to plunge into the depths of
themselves, where they will find their ultimate reality. "Be yourself,"
is his battle cry. He is the devil whispering backstage, a god of ancestral sacrifice prompting the characters of the drama to their downfall.
For him, Mexico signed its death sentence when it severed the umbilical cord that joined it to its primitive rites and rhythms. "The first
decisjon is the last." The primeval impulse gone astray, the country's
pulse stopped. Zamacona's notions of personal responsibility make no
sense to him, because the whole thesis leans on a concept of personality "capable of receiving, and generating, sin, redemption, etc." But
there is no such personality in the "nameless tumult," the "twisted
mass of bone, stone and rancor" that is Mexico-"a country where
there -are no people." Ixca's world is that of depersonalization-traditionalist, collectivist. The llbe yourself" he slips into the ears of his
.victims, says Fuentes, is nothing but a "moral snare." He echoes their
own thoughts, to delude, mislead, and finally sink them. Because
Mexico, preset in its course from the beginning, is llincapable of evolution," it will inevitably be claimed by its past, its dead heroes, its
lost memories. The rest is masks and appearances, a sheer optical illusion, disguising the decay of a rand that has lost its soul and spirit of
solidarity. As his companion in witchcraft, the widow Te6dula, says:
"We are approaching the parting of the waters." The currents have
begun to flow upstream, and the present will vanish in the backwash.
And so it happens in the book, that in a drastic series of natural and
man-made disasters, everyone meets his fate, in ruin or death. As Ixca,
their Nemesis, in a last metamorphosis, fades into thin air down a
nameless street, dissolved in the "vast and anonymous" city, there is
a final holocaust in which masks fall away to reveal the l'true" face
behind them.
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The desperate search for the lltrue face" of Mexico is the subject of
the book. The various points of view propounded by the different
characters are its dialectical poles. The action s~ngs back and forth
between them, never quite becoming drama. Usurping the center of
the stage is a llsymbolic play" that the author, with clear hindsight,
calls "too obvious." La Regi6n Mas Transparente is a talky book. Its
compulsive preoccupation with "Mexicanism" has dated it.
Fuentes says as much. But it must be seen in its context: that special
moment that was felt to be a crossroads in Mexican history.
In prerevolutionary days, under Porfirio Dfaz, says Fuentes, there
had been "a sort of extra-logical imitation" of foreign forms in Mexican culture that "had kept the Mexican past completely suffocated."
With the Revolution, the pendulum swung in the opposite direction.
It was a triumph of the popular spirit.
llThe Revolution discovered colors, flavors, forms, sounds that perhaps reached their maximum expression in pictorial art, in the muralist
movement, though also in the music of Carlos Chavez, of Revueltas,
in the novels of Azuela, of Guzman, etc. But after the first stage of discovery was over, there was the need for a second stage: a recapitulation. A balance had to be made. The dead weight had to be canceled
out. Symbols had to be sifted and condensed. Representative of this
more discriminating attitude was the movement born in 1950 under
Octavia Paz and the Hyperion group-Zea, Portilla, Villoro, etc.around the problem of 'Mexicanism.' But 'Mexicanism' in itself is an
abstraction. There is no Mexicanism. There are Mexicans. That was
the next step. So, on the one hand, revolutionary art, officially canonized, wore itself out in repetitions, till it became sheer caricature. The
imitators of Siqueiros and Rivera in the end produced nothing but a
sort of revolutionary pop art. On the other hand, the whole movement
formed around the discussion of 'Mexicanism' also fell into a series of
abstractions that it tried to install as general laws, at the expen,se of
the individual differences of live Mexicans." The lines of battle had
been overdrawn. "I think at the time there was a widespread theoretical absolutism in Mexico that seems antiquated when seen from the
perspective of 1965, but was nevertheless real enough in 1950 when
the book was written. The ideological alternatives were clear-cut. One
of them was the possibility represented by the government of Lazaro
Cardenas (1934-194°): that of a popular regime, a type of Mexican
Socialism built from the bottom up with popular participation and the
f~ll weight of Marxist thought present in every act of government. The
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other was the political thesis of Miguel Aleman, which came as a
counterrevolutionary reaction in 1946, anned with the precepts of
Hamiltonism: wealth accumulates on top, then gradually filters downward. Politically and economically, those were the alternatives available." La ~egi6n Mas Transparente in some sense was designed to provide
a forum for the conflicting opinions of the day. All seem equally authoritative. None is definitive. A typical character is Zamacona, with
his anguished doubts and Messianic complex. As a sounding board, he
affords opportunities for gleeful satire.
"Zamacona," says Fuentes, with a shrug of amusement, "is a com.posite portrait of many Mexican intellectuals. Many recognized themselves in him. They protested, they attacked me in the street, they
tried to set my house on fire. So there must have been some truth in
the portrait. Because, at bottom, in the whole 'Mexicanist' movement,
there was that redemptorist attitude. . . . So I think La Regi6n Mas
Transparente reflected-intentionally, of course, though without any
attempt to expound personal theories-the excessive and somewhat
mythical preoccupation over nationality, ancestry and patrimony rampant at the time in Mexico. At the same time, it aspired to give a critical report on the Revolution, at a moment when it could be seen in
perspective, as it couldn't have been by the documentary novelists who
wrote in the saddle, riding to battIe with Pancho Villa." Which is
why La Regi6n Mas Transparente-a book that inaugurates a new
mood in Mexican literature-has been called "the other novel of the
Revolution." It takes stock, tallies up credits and debits, assets and
liabilities, to reach a summation. It had t~ be written long after the
facts, says Fuentes, "just as the novel of the French Revolution wasn't
written on the spot by Chateaubriand, but by Balzac and Stendahl,
forty or fifty years later."
At times more like a memorandum than a mural, the book has its
glaring defects. It is random and disjointed: a montage made of loose
slides, occasionally as gaudy as poster art. It squanders its resources.
It is transparent in its methods, over-explicit, often dazzled by its own
virtuosity. The characterizations tend to be flat, the dialectics tendentious. There is almost no discernible plot line, only a semblance of
dramatic progression. Too much is articulated in long speeches, frequently monologues that faIl into the happy category of deep talk,
with people wondering solemnly who they are, where they are going,
what is Mexico, etc. The satirical intent of many episodes is under-
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mined by ponderous mann~risms-such as endless cigarette smoking
-that turn people into postures. Exchanges and confrontations, instead of being acted out, tend to remain verbal. There are intriguing
but basically unconvincing figures like Ixca Cienfuegos, and catastrophic events not inevitable enough to seem more than gratuitous.
But when all is said and done, something fundamentally solid remains.
The lushness and beauty of the prose, that often make a virtue out of
apparent carelessness, revef!.l the sure hand of' a brilliant alchemist.There are memorable scenes in the life of Federico Robles, probably
the best-realized, or least-idealized, character, and that of his proud
and willful wife, Norma, whose truculence gives her an almost tragic
stature as she flouts conventions with insolent abandon and goes down
. fighting her way through a torrid love affair. Then there is the passionate death and transfiguration of Ixca Cienfuegos. Fuentes is not only
an excellent literary wordsman. He also has a fine ear for the rhythm
of street talk. Some of his best touches are in humorous or pathetic
popular scenes. Nor does Fuentes shy away from bravura passages of
glowing rhetoric, among which is one of the high points of the book:
a succulent description enumerative of the -sexual organs of prostitutes,
as rabid and rapturous as Melville's song to the whiteness of the whale.
The wonder is that Fuentes, who borrows freely, with uncanny
facility, from some of the most elaborate techniques of the U.S. novel,
got away with as much as he did. We take the point up with him,
noting obvious influences, especially of Dos Passos, in his use of seeing
eyes, flashbacks, headlines, time breaks, forced contrasts and other
devices which might well seem stale to a U.S. r~der -long familiar with
such filigreed refinements of the narrative idiom.
Fuentes yields· gracefully to our objection. But he see~ nothing to
apologize for. For one thing, the Latin American. novelist, traditionally derivative, perhaps out of a ~ense of cultural inferiority, has always felt free to shop abroad for his forms of expression. The reason,
paradoxically, may be isolation. Mainstream literatures do not directly
imitate one another; an attribute of universality is the awareness that
what has been done in one language has been done for all time in all
languages. Distance, on the other hand-eccentricity-fosters a backwater mentality. It is only reGently that our works have been translated
into other languages; therefore our writer feels very little responsibility
toward culture as a whole. He thinks in terms of contributing something, not to the world, but only to his own local tradition. This has
been an important limiting factor in our arts. We take without giving,
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less in an attempt to do something new than to prove we can do what
others have done.
There are clear remnants of this attitude in Fuentes. "The dark
angel of Ie temps perdu hovers over everything in Latin America," he
wrote in a recent article for Book Week. The result, in our art, as in
other areas of our life, is "an unnatural and exciting process of growth,
an impatient telescoping of stages that were leisurely arrived at in
Europe and the United States. . . ." The scramble to catch up will
sometimes mean slapping the most unlikely bedfellows together.
Thus, in La Regi6n Mas Transparente, we will find some of the disciples of Joyce presiding over the children of Sanchez. It can fairly be
said that the book reflects-and sometimes parrots-most of the literary habits prevalent in the U.S. between 1920 and 1940. It could
almost be called a pastiche.
Dos Passos, Faulkner and-to our surprise-D. H. Lawrence, are the
authors Fuentes si!lgles out for special mention.
He says: "I was interested in time play, and their different ways of
looking at ti~e were helpful to me. Apart from whatever tendency
a first novel may have to be a showcase of literary parentage, I was
reading Dos Passos a lot, looking for a way to build dead time into a
novel. In Dos Passos everything is in the past tense. Even when he
places his action in the present, we know it is past. In Faulkner,
everything is in the chronic present. Even the remotest past is present. And in D. H. Lawrence what you find is a tone of prophetic imminence. He is always on the brink of the future; it is always there,
latent. So I very consci~usly drew on those three influences, three
aspects of time I wanted to counterpoint and overlap in La Regi6n
Mas Transparente."
The particular influence, often remarked, of Dos Passos on Latin
American literature as a whole, Fuentes ascribes to "obvious reasons.
Because Latin America is caught in a perpetual cultural lag of at
least forty or fifty years, forms reach it with delay. The substance of
Latin American experience itself is in perpetual delay. Now the
moment has arrived when it finds a very adequate form of expression
in the kind of literature John Dos Passos was producing forty years
ago."
Somehow this does not seem to account for the fact that it is almost
as long since our writers started imitating this literature. In any case, it
is a tribute to Fuentes' talent that imitation does not stifle La Regi6n
Mas Transparente. There are errors in the book, "some of them sen-
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ous," he admits,·but on the whole it is well paced and consistent with
itself. The diversity of styles, says Fuentes, was dictated by the subject matter, that of a heterogeneous city spreading amorphously amid
violent contrasts and dislocations. The language, a product as much
of instinct as reflection, had to be broad enough to embrace the whole
spectrum without atomizing it.
is Fuentes' second novel,
Las Buenas Conciencias (Clear Cons~nces, 1959) the first of a
cycle, therefore intended as a firm base for the future edifice. By contrast with La Region Mas Transpareilte, Las Buenas Conciencias is an
orderly, measured and sober little book, austerely structured and efficiently engineered. The setting is no-longer Mexico City, but
Guanajuato, a colonial town that Fuentes describes as the epitome of
provincial con~rvatism. The Independence movement was born
there, and its aristocratic inhabitants-proud traditionalists, haughty
guardians of the quintessence of the old 'Spanish style, founders of
Mexico's most venerable Jesuit university-regard themselves as representing "the summit of the spirit of Central Mexico." In fact, they
personify obscurantism and hypocrisy.
A favorite son of theirs is young Jaime Ceballos, the protagonist, of
a family of shopkeepers made good, now leaders of the community,
who awakens to social realities with sexHality in a moment of adolescent crisis. We recognize the traditional Spanish theme, consecrated
by Garcia Lorca, of religious fervor as a precipitate of sensual stirring.
Family pharisaism and social injustice are felt as passionate physical
torments by Jaime, for whom revolt becomes a high calling. It leads
inevitably to a crisis of faith. He seelcs the true Christian path, not in
the false piety of church ceremony, but within himself. Like Zamacona
in La Region Mas Transparente, he feels fated for martyrdom, destined to assume the blame for the ills of humanity. Coming out of
the throes of puberty, he has found not only a vocation for social action, but also his separateness, his individual worth.
~
Jaime catches his first glimpse of the lighted road to salvation in a
childhood memory. He had once-in a scene reminiscent of the opening pages of Dickens' Great Expectations-hidden a refugee from
justice in his bam. In the man's tortured face-he was being persecuted
for trying to organize a cooperative-he had seen an image of heroism
and dedication.· The faq that he had not been able to prevent the
man's final arrest and imprisonment had been a source of shame and
VERY DIFFERENT IN TONE AND PROCEDURE
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guilt to him ever since. His scruples are sharpened in conversations
with his mestizo friend, Lorenzo, a young firebrand touchingly devoted
to becoming a labor lawyer in the capital. Then there is Jaime's poor
mother, Adelina, long snubbed by the family because of her low birth,
now reduced to misery and prostitution. Adelina, unprotected by
jaime's weak father, Rodolfo, was kicked out of the house shortly
after giving birth to Jaime, who was brought up in an atmosphere of
rigorous puritanism by Rodolfo's sister, aunt Asunci6n, and her husband, the bastion of conservatism, Jorge Balclrcel. It is in the destitution of those sacrificed to the sanctimonious respectability of his elders
that Jaime finds the strength to rebel.
But the true road is difficult. In the background, wrapped in his
immutable false dignity, is the stiff graying figure of BalcirceI, reigning inexorably over the family, hand across his chest, with his sententious moral pronouncements; the frustrated Asunci6n, childless because of her husband's sterility-she is an embodiment of the loneliness of people who spend a lifetime suffering in silence, constitutionally unable to raise their voice to mention unpleasant truthsfinding her only fulfillment in the possession and domination of her
adopted child. Then there is the saddest nonentity of them all,
Rodolfo, reduced to the status of a poor relation in the household,
spinelessly selling clothes behind the counter in the old family store.
Rodolfo, Balcircel, Asunci6n, are all lives swept under the carpet.
Each, in his own way, has paid his price for a spurious peace of mind.
Against these odds, there is little Jaime can do. Opening his eyes is
not enough. When the time comes fC?r him to meet the crucial test,
he fails. The climax of the novel is reached in the scene where Rodolfo, in a moment of redeeming courage, rising out of the ruins of his
broken life, suddenly speaks his mind. "How different we are . . .
.,.. from what we could be," he announces to the family over'the dinner
table. A snocked silence follows these unutterable words. For once,
an issue has not been evaporated. At that moment, Rodolfo wins
Jaime's heart. A gesture is expected from Jaime. He has his cue. But
Jaime is silent. He lets the moment blow over, and everything returns
to normal. Shortly after that, Rodolfo dies, abandoned by the son
from whom he had hoped to hear a word of forgiveness. As the family
confessor tells Jaime: "He expected nothing out of life but your
lOve.... But you sentenced him to die in pain and despair. You're
a coward. . . ." Jaime bows his head. He realizes he is too weak to
fight. Having come to a parting of the ways with his true-believer
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. friend, Lorenzo, he runs up into the seclusion of the attic to beg God
to ma~e him be like everybody else, to spare him the extremities of
4410ve and pride, crime and sacrifice. . . ." As he confessed to Lorenzo: HI couldn't be what I wanted to be. I couldn't be a Christian. I can't face my failure alone; I couldn't stand it; I have to lean
on something. The only thing I can lean on is my aunt and uncle, the
life they've prepared for me, the life I inherited from my ancestors."
He falls into line. He resigns-capitulates. Recognizing his failure,
Fuentes tells us, is Han act of honesty, paradoxically the one act of
honesty he has in the novel. The only time he is absolutely sincere
with himself. The one time he admits the truth."
We have divided feelings about Las Buenas Conciencias. The lines
of the drama are clear and strong; the horrors of hypocritical moral
righteousness are eloquently described. The style is firm and muscular.
There is a leisurely-elegance about the book that is one of its most
engaging features. The measured pace, says Fuentes, is conscious and
deliberate. HFor a very simple reason, which will be clear when I finish
the tetralogy the book introduces. I needed that kind of a stylistic and
thematic base for the tetralogy. The idea was later to leave the world
of Guanajuato, with its nineteenth-eenturyish, Balzacian, Perez Galdosian forms, to take the protagonisf'-who has already appeared in a
minor role in La Regi6n Mas Transparente-Hto Mexico C!!y. With
the change of setting, there would· be a change of style and rhythm.
In other words, the style of Las Buenas Conciencias is going to be
destroyed by the novels that follow it. Its function within the whole
picture is to provide a sort of ironic comment." A Jamesian omniscient
author enhances this effect. At the same time, the muted display
limit~ the tonal range. As usual in Fuentes, the central problem dealt
with is that of Hindividual responsibility in an evolving community."
The search for a personal base, outside caste and family, is a classic
theme perhaps best served by distance and objectivity.
But it is precisely in these'requirements that Las Buenas Consciencias seems to fall short of the mark. The author is not entirely free
of the moral righteousness he criticizes. There is an implicit judgment
of Jaime on every page, which acts as a constant interference in the
mind of the reader. To prove a point Fuentes in fact gives it away. At
moments he weighs in so heavily that he verges on didacticism. The
characterizations are too conventional, the issues too obvious, the
progress of the story too predictable. Again, as in La Regi6n Mas
Transparente, though the chattiness is gone, too much is resolved
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verbally. In reality, Las Buenas Conciencias reads as a sort of exemplar,
contrived to teach a lesson and deliver a message. Which may well be
an unsurmountable obstacle for any book. It is weakest at its most
crucial point: the ending, which seems pat. Jaime, a purely figurative
convert to prejudice, reasons out his change of heart without living·
it. The author hovers at his shoulder, rationalizing it. "Bad writing,"
says. Fuentes with a smile. He intends to remedy that in the next
•
edition.
Meantime we are left with some powerful images: the barren
Asuncion, fresh· out of bed in the morning after a sleepless night,
inspecting her unused breasts and wilted belly in the mirror, then,
with a proud toss of her head, clasping her robe tight at the throat,
as she stalks out of the room to start the day; the paragon of virtue,
Baldrcel, caught with his pants down, half drunk in a whorehouse;
Jaime on his knees, devoutly raising the skirt of Christ in church to
inspect His anatomy, then, as he awaits the divine sign that will single
him out forever, fervently kissing His "crucified feet"; again, Jaime, a
hermit in sackcloth and ashes, whipping himself raw with thoms, and
later, prostrate under the weight of his bloodied conscience, with a
sudden streak of sadism, stoning a cat to death in the street.
vein is La Muerte de Artemio Cruz (The Death
of Artemio Cruz, 1962), started during a stay in Cuba in 1960, therefore presumably written from the perspective of the Cuban revolution, :
for which Fuentes' sympathies are well known. Not that it grinds any
political axes. It is not artificially topical. But it reflects Fuentes' strong
commitment to the Cause of social reform. Like La Regi6n Mas
Transparente, its view is panoramic. But the panorama is mental.
The camera has been turned inward, to focus on the mind of the
protagonist, who relives his life and, by extension, that of modem
Mexico; on his deathbed.
Artemio's story, which ranges far and wide in space and time, is that
of the Mexican Revolution. He grew up with it, flourished and
declined with it. He fought as a rebel leader in its early heady days,
saw it spread its titanic promise, only to dwindle and finally come to a
complete standstill. Like Robles in La Regi6n Mas Transparente, he
has known love, loyalty and courage, but compromised, treacherously
trading them in for the cynicism and disillusionment of empty material success. His loss is Mexico's. Thus, in his tortured memory, a
youthful love affair that returns to haunt him coincides with the

IN A MORE EXPANSIVE
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euphoria of his revolutionary days; his loveless marriage of comfort
and convenience, with the Revolution's hollow aftermath, when it
became institutionalized. In his middl~ age, an"adoring mistress offers
him the possibility of a spiritual rehabilitation. But he has already
gone down the river of no return. Once more, the revolutionary ideal
momentarily flares up in him when his son goes off with flaming eyes
to fight in the Spanish Civil War. This coincides with the period of
the leftist government of Cardenas in Mexico. But the fitful hope
soon vanishes again. Lorenzo is killed in Spain; Artemio, brokenhearted, loses his last ray of light. He is what his life has made him.
All he can do now is continue to live off the fat of the land, accumulating riches, tormenting himself and those around him, and counting
his days, which are numbered. His death closes a chapter in Mexican
history.
As a portrait of moral disintegration, La Muerte de Artemio Cruz
has some remarkable moments. Its strength is in its concentration. It
is a drama of conscience. To a considerable extent, Fuentes has
achieved the complexity of characterization needed to give Artemio
specific weight and gravity. He has avoided the dangers of caricature.
Artemio Cruz, the prototype of the Mexican caudillo, is a type of
personality, he says, that "given our tendency in Mexico to see things
in black and white, is easily classifiable as black. My intention, which
became increasingly evident to me as the character developed, was to
show there's no such thing as black and white. Artemio Cl1l.4- is at
once the book's hero and anti-hero."
A measure of Fuentes' maturing skill as a novelist, in Artemio
Cruz, is his abilitY to shift his focus to show the differe,pt sides of a
mattet and draw rounded portraits. Artemio grows in the~ course of
his adventures. True, his life circumscribes him. But in the end,
though deteriorated, in a sense he is a bigger man than when he
started out. He has learned. He knows. Filling his pockets and but·"
tering palms are not the whole of him. He can be, in tum, humorous,
.shrewd, hardheaded, cruel, endearing, taciturn, admirable, pitiable.
He can barrel on stage, slapping backs, like a politician on the stump,
but he is also capable of reflection. He cheats, but catches himself at
it. He sees himself as he is. Which is not an unmixed blessing. But it
gives his experiences meaning and resonance. Besides, like the featherheaded ~orma in La Regi6n Mas Transparente, he is life-size because
he loves life. This is at once his redeeming feature and his cross. For
once, in a" type of literature usually made of paper dolls and paste-
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.board cutouts, we are above slogan and panacea. There is a depth of
penetration that humanizes. Tragedy, Fuentes realizes, is consciousness.
Dramatically, with its memorable scenes of revolutionary campaigns
drawn in a vigorous and colorful prose, Artemio Cruz represents a
notable advance over Fuentes' previous work. There is a prodigal
abundance without diffuseness. Less impressive are some of the techniq~es resorted to, often mere cosmetics. As in La Regi6n Mas Transparente, Fuentes is concerned with time play. To overlap different
periods in time, he uses interior monologues, flashbacks, and a curiously incongruous device consisting in a kind of voice of conscience that
ad~resses the protagonist in the second person and the future tense,
a d~embodied accusative that tortures the syntax and disrupts the
action. Methods that seemed fresh and spontaneous in La Regi6n
Mas Transparente have become automatic reflexes. Fuentes is at his
best in llsqaight" narration. The most effective passages in Artemio
Cruz are linear. Elsewhere, he tends to get lost in fireworks. His great
enemy is facility. In Artemio Cruz, many otherwise dense and subtle
pages are loaded down with a mechanical dead weight that seems
expert but superficial.
A DIFFERENT REPROACH can be leveled against Aura (1962), an unconvincing little mystery novelette that raises the problem of personal
identity. ~e setting, inevitably, is an ancient cobwebbed mansion inhabited by an' eccentric old lady-who seems to have read the Aspern
Papers-and her double, a fantasy-embodiment of her childhood self
whom she conjures up by an act of the will in the person of a young
girl called Aura. A scholarly lodger employed in the house falls in love
with Aura,·the enchanted maiden who awaits her gallant rescuer, and
is absorbed into the prevailing trance: When he emerges from bondage, older and wiser, he has discovered Woman as Sorceress.
A~ h\kes its cue from a quote attributed to Jules Michelet: "Man
hunts 'and battles. Woman plots and dreams; she is the mother of
fantasy. . . ." It never overcomes its literary premise. The elusive
Aura seems only mildly spellbound. The trouble is structural. For a
meaning to be revealed, first it must be withheld. Here it is handed to
us almost from the beginning. In a story that proceeds on two levels,
the second depends on the first. To be a parable, Aura must first hold
up as a ghost story. But this is where it collapses, to become a mere
fairy tale, without suspense or illusion. Even the writing seems lax
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and tenuous. Ev~rything works out too easily. \ret, curiously, Fuentes
has a high opinion of Aura. The reason may be its frontal attack on the
theme of personal identity, a constant-and characteristically Mexican
-preoccupation' in all his work. It is carefully programmed into
Artemio Cruz, and raised to the national level in La Regi6n Mas
Transparente. In Aura it appears in its most distilled form. The book
is written in, or addressed to, a second person, whose identity-he is .
at once actor and spectato~, protagonist and reader-remains am-,
biguous throughout. Though remote from "social" reality, it reflects,
or refracts, a visiorl of human nature. After all, says Fuentes, "every
story is written with a ghost at your shoulder." The ghost, in Aura,
is Woman, "the keeper of secret knowledge, which is true knowledge,
general knowledge, universal knowledge." Carnal contact with her is
one of the archetypal forms of initiation into the mysteries of the
world.
A more successful venture into the realm of "secret knowledge" is
Cantar de Ciegos (Tales of the Blind, 1964), a collection of stories
that contains some of Fuentes' best work. Fuentes is one of the very
few Latin American writers who have mastered the disciplines of the
short story form. Perhaps because of his close acquaintance with U.S.
literature? He says readily: "I love the form. I like the neat, rounded
structure of the short story." Here the temptation toward slickness
. seems to work to his advantage. He can pull a fast switch or wrap up
a tidy plot as well as' anyone writing today.
The title of his collection is an allusion to the ancient belief that
the blind are seers, authorized to read the hidden truths in men's
hearts and reveal their secret crimes. There were the blind bards of
antiquity, and the blind oracles. There is also a tradition of blind
street performers in Spain, who recite' woeful tales during the fairs,
usually with the aid of a child with a pointer, who marks off the gory
episodes on a series of illustrative tableaux propped in chronological
order on a scaffolding. The result is something like a cross between
gospel singing and grand guignol. The emphasis is on the abysmal and
the bizarre.
So, in Cantar de Ciegos, which satirizes regressiveness, posturing,
faddism and banality in Mexico, Fuentes rolls out family skeletons
and washes dirty laundries in public. There is the arty Elena in "Las
dos .Elenas" (TIie Two Helens), who after seeing the film, Jules et
Jim, proclaims herself an emancipated believer in the menage a trois,
in which she imagines she will be fully "complemented," unaware of
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the fact that her triangular plans are being torpedoed by her husband,
who is having an affair with her mother. There is a mysterious moral
assassination in the "compounded fable" called "Un alma pura" (A
Pure Soul), a story of brother-sister incest that exposes the morbidities
of "machismd' and leads its heroes through pregnancy, abortion and
suiCide. Then there is "A la vibora de la mar" (Into The Serpent Of
The Sea h which revisits-and revises-the Daisy Miller theme. A
dowdy middle-aged spinster who runs a gift shop in Mexico City has
saved up for a vacation cruise on board an English boat, where she
falls in love with a man with an Oxford accent who passes himself off
as the scion of a wealthy Philadelphia family, but turns out to be a
homosexual gigolo. In "La mufieca reina" (The Queen Doll) a
nostalgic narrator on a poignant search for a childhood playmate finds
a recluse whose crippled deformity has been kept out of sight in a
shuttered house by her parents, a necrolatrous couple enshrined In
memories of better days, who worship her image in the shape of a wax
doll. ''Vieja moralidad" (Old Morality) deals with the corruption of
innocence. A'child lives with an obscene grandfather who sleeps with
his housekeeper and hurls insults at the priests that go by in the street.
Old aunts obtain a court order to remove the child to safer surroundings. But it is a change .frbm bad to worse. The lecherous grandfather
is a saint next to the frustrated dowager who adop~ the child only to
seduce him. "EI costo de la vida" (The Cost of Life) is about a knifing in an alley, and "Fortuna 10 que ha querido" (Fortune Was What
He Wanted) shows us a fashionable pop painter whose prowesses
with the fast crowd and fame among the cultists do not prevent him
from discovering his incapacity, or unwillingness, to love. An epigraph
quoted from Raymond Radiguet clinches Fuentes' point. Mexico is
young and old. There is ·already a strain of decadence in its sophistication. But the old way of life is still present. The new Mexico thrives
on intricacies. It has begun to live dangerously.
since the days of La Regi6n Mas Transparente,
says Fuentes. Options and alternatives are no longer as clear-cut as
they used to be.
"What has happened? That the world itself has moved at a dif- .
ferent pace, erasing many of the ideological differences. We've had
the whole phenomenoil of neo-capitalism and the increasing similarity
between Eastern statism and the capitalist structures of the West.
And Mexico has a very intelligent, very shrewd governing elite tbat

TIMES ·HAVE CHANGED
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has caught on to the way neo-capitalis"m is going and started to apply
its principles in Mexico. In a country that has reached the stage of
what Walt Whitman E,ostov would call the take-off, the Mexican
g~vernment, especially the government of Dfaz Ordaz, the present
"goyernment, has started to introduce the theories and practices of
neo-capitalism into Mexican life. So the whole picture has changed.
Culturally what has happened is that there has been a great reaction
against chauvinism, against obsessive 'Mexicanism.' The elite above
all, the intelligentsia, the young people, the students no longer stand
in front of a mirror wondering what it means to be Mexican. All the
new movement in art, headed, let's say, by Jose Luis Cuevas, the new
writers, the new film-makers-they all take their Mexicanism for
granted. The problem is to be a man, isn't it? So their art reflects this
new per~onalization and ambiguity."
Also'reflected in Mexican art today is the growing isolation of the
Mexican artist, which, says Fuentes, "is due to something quite clear,
I think. Traditionally in Latin America, starting with independence,
there was a sharp division that Sarmiento pinpointed, even used as
the subtitle of one of his works (Facundo): Civilization versus Barbarism. Obviously the intellectual elite of the semifeudal Latin American world was invariably on the side of civilization against barbarism.
The choice was easy then. You were with the cultivated elements in
your society, who all supported civilization's great saving project, inspired in the French Revolution and the constitution of the U.S.,
against the feudal remnants of the Spanish inheritance. . . . I think
today if there are writers like Vargas-Llosa, like Cottazar, like myself,
it is largely because that choice is no longer so simple. In other words,
the modem world has come to Latin Ameriea. Through a series of
developments: the arrival of U.S. capitalism, the rise of a purchasing
class, new goods and services, consumer industries, television, mass
entertainment-all this has contributed to modernizing life in the big
Latin American cities. So the choice is no longer between civilization
and barbarism. Civilization is here to stay. So the writer who was part
of a small elite that extended from the left wing to the right wing of
the ruling oligarchy, ignored by that same oligarch~ which regarded
it with supreme indifference, but nevertheless with more chance of
effective action and a greater influence over events, has suddenly found
himself submerged in the petite bourgeoisie. The epic choice that
produced an epic literature: Dona Barbara, La Voragine, Don Segundo
Sombra-has therefore given way to a literature by nature more equi-
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vocal, more critical, with a certain strain of anguish and ambiguity,
produced by people displaced from their traditional positions, faced
with the need to create forms that are more personal, more highly
elaborated and much more solitary. Where this first happened, I think,?
'was in'Mexico, because of the Revolution. One of the aspects of the
Porfirio Diaz dictatorship it fought against was the notion of the intelligentsia as an elite. The birth of popular art in Mexico, demagogic
as this art was at times, nevertheless, among other achievements, contributed to this trend in that it destroyed the possibility for the artist
or writer to act as the member of an elite. He was relegated to the
level of the rising middle class. And we all know what the artist's problems are within the middle class. Especially the Latin American artist,
who has a sort of nostalgia for the elite days, who always yearns a little
for that golden age, doesn't he?"
This yearning is no doubt at least partly due to the fact that, cast to
the sidelines by the march of events, he has begun to feel extraneous
and irrelevant. The elite writer, in a sense, was a mainstream writer.
In countries chronically swinging between dictatorship and anarchy,
"bereft of democratic channels of communication, lacking a free press,
a responsible Congress, independent labor unions. . . ," as Fuentes
wrote in his article for Book Week, "the individual novelist was compelled to be, at once, legislator and reporter, revolutionis~ and thinker." He was the nation's conscience, in charge of evaluating and assessing, as well as maintaining "a continuity of relationship between
social manifestation and literary imagination." He was a sort of
minister without portfolio, who, Fuentes says to us now, expanding
on the subject, "played the role of a redeemer, extended a helping
hand to the oppressed Indian, the exploited peasant. That's the attitude at the root of all Latin American literature. It was a literature
of protest in which the writer supplied all the means of communication that were missing in Latin America."
By contrast, nowadays he is trapped within a class whose values he
is constantly forced to reject. His work is an outlet for inconformity
and rebellion. A problematic situation which, nevertheless, has its
advantages.
"Because it's evideiil:," says Fuentes, "that the novel as such was
.born as a form of opposition, of rebellion on the part of the writer,
on the part of life itself, as expressed by the writer, against the rigidity
of social patterns. In other words, without alienation there would be
no novelist. Alienation is at the source of the novel. So it seems quite
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natural to me to be within the middle class and at the same time fight.ing it. I may even go so far as to say-perhaps a bit cynically-that it's
the only way to write good novels. . . . And I don't in the least," he
adds genially, "share the illusion that we're on the way to a better
society where alienation will disappear. We can see that clearly in
Soviet society: the new structures of the Socialist state create their
own alienations-alienations from the new system. And once again
the novelist is channeling the forces of life against paralysis and strati:.
fication. That's the ambiguity of the novel: in the face of a customtailored art made of fixed patterns, the novel arose as a revolt against
established order. But when the order the novel was advocating became a fact, the novel found itself in the paradoxical position of having to criticize what it had defended. I think this is equally valid in
relation to Socialist order. That's why it's so important for us today
to have novels like thos~ of Cortazar and Vargas-Llosa, which show
that the novelist of the left in Latin America has lost his original innocence. For instance, in a novel like La Cuidad y Los Perros, obviously there's a tragic vision of the world, which contradicts, but at
the same time includes, the author's sense of justice. In other words,
justice, in Vargas-Llosa, is no longer the naive concept it was in a
Gallegos. It is part of a more complex vision that envelops and
dramatizes it: the tragic vision. In Vargas-Llosa the tragic vision has
been completely assimilated. Vargas-Llosa .does not flatter himself
that the battles of the pen, or even those of the battlefield, are going
to bring about a utopic c;hange. Not in the least. In the perfect society,
children will still die. . . ."
As for our fluorescent society, Fuentes regards its increasing dehumanization and spiritual bankruptcy with somber pessimism. For the
intellectual, he says, there is always the possibility of fonning his own
moral code and cultivating tlte~ sensibility that leisure and education
have granted him. But that is "a false possibiljty. It's of no interest to
anybody." The modem Candide, locked out of his back yard, roams
the streets, becomes a face in the crowd.
"Islands of echoless monologues," Gorostiza has called his countrymen. His contemporary, Villaurrutia, in quiet anguish, evokes the
"endless silence" around him, in which voices are "a mute appeal that
remains unanswered."
Mexico's urban novelists particularly-Jose Revueltas, the popular
Luis Spota, Fuentes himself-reiterate this theme. It shadows the fantasies of Fernando Benitez, and colors the work of younger authors,
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whether poets-Marco Antonio Montes de Oca-or novelists: Sergio
Galindo, Tomas Mojarro, Fernando del Paso.
. Fuentes has published excerpts of a new work, as yet untitled,
where he weaves a delicate counterpoint between modem life in a
historic village in central Mexico, and life in that same village in the
days of Cortes. The contrasts, sharply drawn, open chasms on every
page.
But even deeper, perhaps, will be the chasms in the second novel of
the Buenas Conciencias cycle, a work now in progress: Galatea. Faithful to its namesake, it portrays a girl who is the victim of a series of
Pygmalions, or rather, Svengalis, who instead of shaping her, destroy
her.
tilt's a totally personal novel," Fuentes tells us. tilt's about a girl in
Mexico City, about the difficulties of growing up in the city, but
completely umelated in theme to Las Buenas Conciencias. It's an
isolated, inner life, where corruption becomes something of a synonym
of innocence. You can only live sticking your neck out, dirtying your
fingers, exposing yourself."
Fuentes is not alone in his new subjective emphasis. The young
Mexican novelist, influenced less by his predecessors in the genre than
by such introspective poets as Pellicer, Gorostiza, Octavio Paz, is
bound for tlpersonalization: the novel of inner life."
tlAbove all," says Fuentes, til believe that, in contra
tate
tendency of writers to form schools and movements, 0 0
their position, today, precisely because of the ambiguities f M 'can
ma ifeslife, the trend is in the direction of a series of very individ
tations on the part of each writer. There are no common la s y
more." The general tone is one of intimacy. In this there has een
a clean break with the past.
Fuentes himself has never attached himself to any literary movement that would merit the name. The Revista Mexicana de Literatura,
with which he is still associated, is an independent venture. Literarily
speaking, he says, since its founding in 1956, it has always stood for
tla rejection of localism, of the picturesque, of chauvinism and the
parochialism of Mexican literature." Politically, it stands for "a rejection of every ideological a priori, an interest in the tiers monde, freedom of judgment in regard to the United States as well as the Soviet
Union."
Open-mindedness, however, is no synonym of disengagement. Fuen. tes, who refuses "the newly minted cliche of the crisis or decadence
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of the novel," feels close to such postwar U.S. novelists as Styron,
Mailer and Bellow. With Mailer, he says, he shares a predicament:
entrapment in the middle class, and a reaction, in the form of "many
existential, even nihilistic, attitudes. If I have anything in common
with Mailer, it's the conviction that a new anarchic left is forming
within the neo-tapitalist countries, and that this current offers us new
literary modes and characters." Proof of this is El Suefio, which is
"narrated by an aging nihilist, a middle-aged beatnik, a rebel without
a cause who is pushing forty." If Mailer speaks of "infinitely broadening human possibilities," Fuentes, taking an equally long view of his
art, says: "Whatever the society he lives in, the writer must always
come up with a new heresy to renew that aspiration to liberty which
is, perhaps, the closest we can come to liberty itself."
The possibility of falling into marginalism does not bother Fuentes.
"One wonders," he says, "whether the novelist is not doomed to become increasingly marginal as the neo-capitalist phenomenon of social
and economic pluralization develops in our countries. But always
with a transcendent and Messianic purpose." Because, as he firmly
believes, "in a .perpetually unfinished world, there is always something
that can be said and added only through the art of fiction."

TRANSLATIONS IN ENGLISH

Aura, New York, 1965
The Death of Artemio Cruz, New York, 1964
The Good Conscience, New York, 1961
Where the Air is Clear, New York, 1960
(Distributed by Farrar, Straus & Giroux)

HARSs has been translating his book of essays on contemporary
Latin American writers into Spanish for publication in his native Argentina. Ten in Their Time~, the tentative title of the volume, will be issued
in English by Harper & Row some time this year. Mr. Harss is also finishing his third novel. His first two novels, The Blind and The Little Men,
are available in this country from Atheneum. This essay is the second one
to be published in NMQ; his essay on Jnan Rulfo appeared in the last issue.
•

LUIS
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THE LAKE ABOVE SANTOS

And where it was, on the banks
of the slow Canadian. A small village,
with people, charged with
the event of their days.
Now, the boat passes over,
walls of stone houses clear
beneath the water, windows
doors, fish swimming through
-the sinker pulls my line
down, hook bouncing on a fireplace
the water so translucent I can see
a red coffeepot, homely things.
Below our boat, a whole universe
of fishes, minnows, hurtling
bumping, turning silver
in one shining ball:
-moving, orbited,
each one tiny, perfect
each one with his own teeth
own hunger nudging his belly along.
They pass, a silver globe over
buried houses, conquistador dreams
of ancestors, quiet ghosts of
pinon fires, voices gentle
with evening
speak of simple things
-under the fingers of the wind
a thousand minnows
catch light on tiny scales
>

Over buried Santos, Hill
Town, a moon rises.
from Sketches for a New Mexico.Hill Town
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VANISHED LIGHT

Strange city, your proud shadow
gave me the emptiness of a dark love,
the broken hand of a love that was lost. I was young
against your desolate rain, distant
against your cold face: I was alone
and your strange bells tolled
only bitter silence to my ears.
I will not stand against the wallagain,
where the light of your absent hair
rose to stormy skies one day;
parting will notfollow
-the desolate farewells,
no tear-drenched handkerchiefs
will follow you in the distance; nor will your kiss
burning with nostalgia
fall into the sea awaiting you.
I only touched the distant
transiency of your eyes; I was nothing
rushing around to our lifeless meetings.
How much of time's light, how much rain
must be absorbed that nothing remain
where windy plains and nights have known youl
How many desires from your sad lips
will move through other hands lamenting
your dark shattered world!
Your day will not come in silence
over my open wound of compassion,
lightIess love, that in autumn
will lift the dregs of your lifeless voice.
I will not touch what your hand touches,
and your distant embrace that you left
between us on earth
must close, in solitude,
under the vanished light of your absence.
translated by Dora M. Pettinella
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EDWARD LOOMIS

HEROES
I dream about a mode of adventuring
in which the end is death and the pains genuine,
and the story yet joyous-dreaming of Homer,
from whom we hear about this mingling of great deeds and wonders,
~

the blind eyes raised to the sun, the lips trembling
as the successful voice begins, and
the glittering hosts are there that from the waIl above the Skaian gates
were looked upon by the friendly eyes of Helen_and I think about alternatives to adventure,
which observe adventure very soberIywith a schoJarIy eye, perhaps?
Our appetite for the heroic is a habit of desire,
or it may be a scar upon the brain, and I understand
there is something restricting in such a habit,
of the wrong party, it may be,
and yet I will have it. I insist-it belongs to my life,
to the war, and the haggard look of men
who could be trusted stiII to do the right thing
when the wrong thing would have gone unnoticed-I will recaIl
the dark circles under the eyes of my own AchiIIes,
a simple-minded man useful to civilization
who many times appeared in the danger carrying a carbine or rifle,
and did something proper there every time, and died, leading
a charge up a hiII, and is remembered here not for the last time.
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THE AVIARY

Forests of distilled honey
and birds
swinging canes of moonlight
tippled with love;
tilting bones of empty
space at other vacuums
dizzier than stars,
they wing une~cted plums,
chaIIenge owls,
offer tournaments to respectable
oaks, and crash
in briIIiant chaplinesque
against my eyebrows, vest, and
wheeling arms.
Tossing handfuls of themselves
like jewels
bursting
from possible volcanos,
they lead me 0 a promenade
of bright leaves,
such fooleries that I
(helpless in their berry-mad
and whirling worship)
tum out my cotton pockets
where coins, papers,
contracts and names
are confetti to the night;
and puffing all purple at the moon
I join tails with drunken
bishops and their gods,
as in the first dark and giddy place
the feathers of eternity
learned to tickle shapes of light
from stone.
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LARRY RUBIN

THE EDITORS
"A morbid concern with death," they said, ,nd sent
The poems back, picturing the runt
Who wrote, checking daily on his morning
Cancer. They preferred concern with squirrels
And spring, and mating habits along suburban
Lakes, mustard seeds and pearls, and little
Boats that row around the Cape. Readers
Like to muse upon the girl who swings
Her crossed leg in the college library, and what
She's really thinking. When autumn comes, the squirrels
Have nuts enough-the mustard seeds have bloomed,
The pearls are strung, the oysters in the boat.
The girl wi$ legs has long been satisfied.

"A morbid

~th death," they said, and died.

Poetry Contributors
;J The poetry and fiction of STAN-

American Novel. In 19S<rOO Coop-

COOPERMAN, an associate professor of English at Simon Fraser
University, Vancouver, has appeared
in magarines such as Chicago Review, Epoch, Prairie Schooner and
NMQ, to name a few. Criticism,
South Atlantic Quarterly and College English, among others, have
published his critical articles. Johns
Hopkins Press will issue his fuIllength study, W odd War I and the

erman was a Fulbright lecturer in
Iran and, previous to accepting his
present position, was a professor at
Hofstra University.

LEY
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several works of fiction the most
recent of which is Men of Principle,
a novel published by Viking, is on
the English faculty at the University of California, Santa Barbara. In
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1964 Alan Swallow published Vedettes, a collection of Loomis' short
fiction pieces. Other works have appeared in Spectrum and Genesis
West. He has taught at the University of Arizona before joining the
English Department at Santa Barbara.

lJ Translator and poet DORA M.

Yale, Kenyon, Antioch and Chicago
Reviews, and many others. Under
the auspices of the State Department, he taught literature as a visiting professor at the University of
Krak6w, Poland, as a Fulbright lecturer at the University of Bergen,
Norway, and is now on the English
staff of Georgia Institute of Technology. In 1962, the University of
Nebraska Press published a volume
of his poems, The World's Old
Way.

PEITINEU.A'S work has been published in over twenty-five periodicals in the United States, among
them NMQ. She translates from
G A native New Mexican, KEITH
five languages and many of her
Wn.SON is a teacher and technical
translations have appeared in forwriter who graduated from the U.S.
eign publications such as AlIa Bot,Naval Academy, served in the
tega, Ausonia and Fiera Letteraria.
Korean War, and in 1956 received a
Miss Pettinella lives in New York.
Master of Arts degree from UNM.
Her brother is Conrad MarcarelIi,
After teaching at the University of
internationally known painter.
Arizona where he served as a board
member of the Poetry Center, he
lJ Since 1961, LARRY RUBIN has joined the faculty of New Mexico
been the recipient of four poetry State University at University Park
awards, among them the Reynolds where he now lives. His book of
Lyric Award granted by the Poetry poems, Sketches for a New Mexico
Society of America. Rubin's poems Hill Town, will be published by
have appeared in such magazines as Prensa de Lagar / Wine Press this
Harper'5, Saturday Review, Sewanee, year.
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The Crack in the Consensus
Political Propaganda in American Popular Music
BY MICHAEL ORTH

IN 1950 the intellectual historian Henry May published an article entitled "The End of American Radicalism," which he ended by saying
"perhaps in a short time the title of this article will be ridiculous."l It
has taken fifteen years, but with the appearance of unrest and student
demonstrations on college campuses across America, the spread of
Civil Rights activism to northern cities, and the rise of the Radical
Right, it is evident that whatever the past situation, all Americans ar~
not now in agreement with the national society and its values. There
are signs of a new crack in the American consensus in a place few have
thought worth examining up to now, and yet in a place which I think
important for the future of American society. Based on a study of some
recent changes in popular music, I can see evidence of an increasing
level of political and social awareness in tlie songs among very young
teenagers-those of junior high and high school age. I think this shift
in musical taste may tum out to be one of the most exciting and in
some ways most hopeful signs of life in mass culture in America since
the end of the Second W orId War.
The new waves forming in the bland lake of popular music became
clearly evident first in the summer of 1965, when a new sound began
to appear on the nation's rock'n roll stations. Two distinct streams of
popular music joined to produce a new form of music, which, after
several false starts, was given the name "folk-rock" and started off on
a career of its own. The new folk-rock was basically modem rock'n
roll with a message-with lyrics which dealt with public concerns
rather than with private ?roblems. The big beat and the driving power
of rock music were coupled with the message of social and political
activism which had developed in commercial folk music, and suddenly
. a new radicalism began to speak to millions of teenagers.
This has more importance in our culture than might be true in
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some others. It is commonly noted than since World War II our
consumer-oriented economy has given an utterly new importance to
the tastes and desires of the adolescent, and has made him aware of
his social class. He has, in fact, been given a certain degree of class
solidarity, if not in the Marxian economic sense, then at least in the
psychological sense of a group or gang identification. In leisure-time
activities in general, and in style-setting and the entertainment business in particular, the influence of teenagers is paramount. Detroit's
automobile designers carefully follow custom and hot-rod shows;
American housewives self-consciously clump down the aisles of local
supermarkets in a-go-go boots. The teen image made "action people"
the catch phrase of 1965 advertising. The teenagers of the world now
constitute a near majority of the population, alld in America they control, along with the television dial, a large part of our consumer dollar.
Teenagers are becoming aware of their power also, and are beginning
to consciously direct it to their own ends.
The gradual evolution of the class of teenagers through the "silent
generation" of the Nineteen Fifties culminated in the early Nineteen
Sixties in the invasion of the ruling establishment itself by teenage
styles and influence. Teenage dances, music, and clothing styles appeared at presidential parties and in ultrafashionable discotheques
and a-go-gos. Teen culture was in.
The new status of adolescents has not thus far concerned those near
the centers of public power:,teenagers are outside of politics. The lack
of concern for or understanding of public affairs 0]1 the part of teenagers in the past does not seem strange-most students of social reform movements recognize that a sense of common class-identity and
a certain degree of economic and political power must precede the
ability or the desire fQr political action. The development of that
class identity and power awareness among teenagers may be reflected
in the present stirrings of the political instinct in the breast of the
shambling beast of the mass-music market.
Most of the music produced by the recording industry for the teenage market has dealt with the love problems of the adolescent, but
there has also been, ever since the rise of mass-produced pop music,
a persistent current of protest and revolt against the views of the establishment. Many, in fact most, of the performers and composers of
- pop music, whether it is rock'n roll, country and western, or jazz, have
come from such socially suppressed groups as Negroes, and poor urban

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1966

63

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 36 [1966], Iss. 1, Art. 1

MICHAEL ORTH

whites. Most pop songs, except for the slickly commercial versions
produced by tame artists for the big recording companies, still bear
the heavy stamp of the Negro and the twang of the Southern mountaineer in their pronunciation and phrasing.
The message such lyrics carry has been in the past primarily hedonistic and private; public life has been foreign and hostile to the singers
and writers of popular songs, just as it has been to their listeners.
There have been many songs lamenting the injustices of the adult
world, and a steady minority, particularly in country and western
music, which used religion as a central theme, but in general any sort
of public commentary has been entirely foreign to the popular music
world. ,
This introverted and apolitical stance of pop music has prevented
the teen takeover of pop music from seeming important to adults.
The typical hero-singers of the adolescents have not in the past really
been in revolution against their society, but have been rather demanding a better place in it. For example, when Elvis Presley, one of the
founders of the whole market, made his first big success he spent most
of his money buying luxury goods, among them a whole fleet of Cadillacs. He did not question the values of his society, he simply wanted
more of the good things it' offered.2 Whether the new style folk-rock
singers will resist the blandishments of fleets of Cadillacs "with rhinestones on the spokes," as one contemporary song puts it, remains for
the future to show.a
Despite the evident hostility of mass culture to political activity or
comment, the traditional channels of musical-political interest did not
close during the age of mass culture. In fact, mass communications
and mass education led to a greatly expanded interest in politically
and socially significant songs, but only in certain limited parts of the
pop market, centered especially in the folk-music revival of the Nineteen Fifties and Sixties. Many of the popular folk songs in the last few
years were revivals of genuine folk material, like the innumerable
version of John Henry, in which case the proletarian viewpoint and
social protest often remained intact. Even if the song was a modem
imitation of the folk genre, as many of the most commercially successful songs were, a message was often included, perhaps in imitation of
folk-protest themes.
In addition to this basic ideological content, the folk movement in
its later stages threw up numerous singers who used the idiom of the
folk song for definitely political purposes-one of the obvious ex-
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amples is the controversial Chad Mitchell Trio's version of Barry's
Boys, which was broadcast frequently during the last presidential
election.
The folk revival, perking along below the surface of mass culture
with only an occasional excursion out of the college-age world into
real pop culture, created a number of very competent performers, as
well as a considerable entertainment industry, selling some potentially
hot political merchandise. By 1963 there were signs that the folk revival had run its course, but several politically concerned and active
performers were not content with their diminished roles.
These activists were not generally recognized as significant. In 1964
the public attitude toward folk protest was summed up by a critic
who described Bob Dylan, the most conspicuous of the young folk
radicals, as a performer who "wears a silly hat and sings out-of-tune
songs that Mean."4 This turned out to be an underestimate, because
the ideological basis of folk music had engaged the older radicalism of
Pete Seeger from the Nineteen Thirties with the new radicalism of
Bob Dylan and Joan Baez, and performers sought a new platform as
the interest in folk music began to die out.
By 1965 the other major element in folk-rock had also reached an
interesting stage of development. Rock'n roll, a name which has become by conquest a synonym for popular music, has a fairly complex
history behind it, including in the last few years a strong intrusion of
British rock music into the American market. 5 The British popular
music industry had been conquered by the American invasion of Bill
Haley and the Comets in the early 1950's, followed by second- and
third-wave American rock singers. English teenagers recognized rock
music as their own, and British singers quickly began to compose and
sing their own versions of rock'n roll. Contemporary British groups
like The Animals, .':r:he Rolling Stones, and pre-eminently the Beatles,
have reinfused American rock music with the lower-class drive and interest that the large recording companies had been laboriously breeding out of the native American pop. The new music was brutal and
original, and carried with it some tinges of British laboring-class social
protest.
The attitude of the Beatles toward society might serve as a sort of
summary of the social ideas of British rock groups. They seem to believe, basically, in the postwar English working-class -attitude expressed
in the saying uS crew you Jack, I'm all right," but they have gone a
step beyond their working-class models. An incident from the Beatles'
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movie, Hard Day's Night, might point up the difference. In the movie
one of the Beatles is approached by an English war veteran who says
with hostility: "You know, we fought at El Alamein to give you the
chance we didn't get." The Beatle answer: "Bet you're sorry you won,
too, aren't you?"
The Beatles have, says one of their apologists, "the tart skepticism
of adult values" typical of their teenage audience.6 Despite the vapid.
ity of the phrase, there is truth in it. At press conferences, for example,
they are notoriously impatient of inane questions; asked once by a
reporter how inoney had changed him, Paul McCartney answered:
"It's made me richer." They are not unaware that their flippant at·
titude could be construed as a criticism of the values of their society,
but they really don't seem to care. At another press conference, asked
"do you plan to record any anti-war songs?" John Lennon said, with
magnificent indirection: "All our songs are anti-war."
The musicians whom the Beatles admire are, significantly, almost
all unknown to Americans, although they are all American Negro
singers: Louisiana Red, Tampa Red, John Lee Hooker, and Howling
Wolf. To this formidable list of influences must now be added Bob
Dylan, leader of the protest-song movement, and friend and sometime composer for the Beatles. American radicals are not slow to see
the protest implicit in the Beatles' songs; they have been used by
Civ:il Rights workers as anthems to be sung in Southern jails, and the
student rioters at Berkeley reportedly used a BeatIe number as one
of their theme songs. 7 More recently, poetic radicals of the beat school
have formed foIk·rock groups to spread their own form of message,
with the influence of the Beatles and Bob Dylan evident. 8
Of course, songs of social significance are no new thing in the world.
Even in our own country, although the general trend in popular cuI·
ture and particularly in mass culture has been to minimize political
comment, there have been many songs of protest. For example, A New
Song, sung by an organization called The Sons of Liberty, repre·
sented the radical Whig elements in Revolutionary America, and Tory
songsters were equally active, as is shown by the many political dia·
logues carried on by rival pamphlet ballads. However, except for eIec·
tion ballads and an occasional protest like Jefferson and Liberty,
which was a bitter and popular musical attack on the Alien and Sedition laws, nineteenth.century America generally refused to interest it·
self in songs" of public significance, with two great exceptions: slavery
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and the Civil War. Both of these issues stirred up sufficient feeling
to support popular songs on both sides of the debate. However, except for these two issues, the era of the romantic ballad had litt1~
place for musical expression of popular resentment. Not until the depression of the Nineteen Thirties did a significant number of really
popular songs deal with political or social protest. Depression-spawned
songs like Brother Can You Spare A Dime, Blue Monday, and Times
Are Getting Hard reflected a certain amount of the resentment felt
by a public whose faith in progress and capitalism had been eroded.9
All of the protest songs of the past, however, existed in a radically
different atmosphere from those of the current folk-rock popularity.
They were designed and sung primarily for adults, and usually for
fairly small groups; only the development of mass communications
and mass markets during the Nineteen Fifties could prepare for such
a mass phenomenon as folk-rock. There were certain signs that such
songs were possible in the mass market. In 1962 Lavina Ralston's
Little Boxes, sung in the folk style by that old so~~ critic Pete
Seeger, rose to the top of the popularity charts and in~ed a note of
positive social criticism into what had been a profoundly unreal form,
the pop ballad. A few other successful pop songs, such as Jimmy Dean's
Dear Ivan, which was a call for a person-to-person peace offensive atthe level of the individual citizen, showed periodic attempts by song
writers to find new themes for exploitation, but the general failure of
most such efforts convinced the rulers of the pop music industry that
their public lacked even the most general interest in public affairs.10

ANn

Early in 1965 folk singer Bob Dylan cut
several records of his oWn "songs that Mean" supported by a rock
background. They sold. Later, in the summer of 1965, Joan Baez
stood up at a California folk-music festival and dedicated a song "To
President Johnson and his marvelous foreign policy," and then broke
into a rock'n roll hit called "Stopl In the Name of Love." 11 The response of the beard-and-sandal set was instantaneous and outraged;
cries of "sellout" came from former Dylan and Baez devotees-but
nevertheless the new style caught fire among a far different audience.
Dylan and Baez had deliberately begun a trend; both announced
that they intended to continue to sing in the rock style. The new form
reached popularity, however, much faster than anyone expected, and
in a song that startled the music industry.12 This was the biggest surTHEN IT HAPPENED.
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prise popular song hIt of 1965, Barry McGuire's Eve of Destruction.
Just how Eve of Destruction came to be written, and just who decided to risk five thousand ~ollars that cutting and basic promotion of
a typical 45 rpm pop record costs, I do not know. What is clear is
that the song came directly from the folk idiom, and was the product
of a teenager, nineteen-year-old song-writer P. F. Sloan. Barry McGuire, whose brutal, gravelly voice gives much of the punch to Sloan's
lyrics, had been for several years the bass for the New Christy Minstrels, a folk group whose political background had already annoyed
many conservatives. McGuire had no doubts about his new mission;
his hair was conventionally (for a rock singer) shoulder length, and
his manner was appropriately hip, but his powerful delivery and appearance made it seem that the hair and the clothes were only part
of a stance; he said, "I wait all day to get up on that stage and sing
that song. I want people to think about those things," and he seemed
to mean it,13 although his later return to conventional themes makes
the validity of his involvement with radical protest questionable.
The effect of Eve of Destruction was considerable. The music was
a blend of rock rhythm and drive and folk melody and simplicity.
The lyrics attacked most of the usual targets of the Radical Left. The
effect of the driving beat and McGuire's frighteningly powerful voice,
and the emotional impact of echo chambers and electronic heightening, made this song a very powerful piece of musical propaganda. The
signature of Bob Dylan was clear in the whining hanltonica and the
off-key delivery, and the monochromatic rock beat, chorded simply
on electric guitar and rhythm section, made the kinship to rock'n roll
obvious; what was new was the commercially effective combination.
The specific "message" pounded out by Eve of Destruction was a
simplified summary of contemporary radical youth protest. It was
pacifist, anti-Viet Nam war, anti-bomb, and anti-religion. No doubt
some"other "antis" were present by implication. There were no specific calls to action, but protest was plentiful. The lyrics, apart from
the powerful musical setting, go like this:
EVE OF DESTRUCTION*

The Eastern world it is exploding
Violence flaring, bullets loading
You're old enough to kill, but not for voting.
You don't believe in war, but what's that gun you're toting?
And even the Jordan River has bodies floating.
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Chorus
But you tell me over and over and over again, my friend,
Ah, you don't believe we're on the eve of destruction.
Don't you understand what I'm trying to say?
Can't you feel the fears I'm feeling today?
If the button is pushed there's no running away.
There'll be no one to save with the whole world in a grave.
Take a look around you boy, it's bound to scare you boy.

Chorus
Yeh, my blood is so mad, it feels like coagulating.
I'm sitting here just contemplating.
I can't twist the truth, it knows no regulation.
Handful of senators don't pass legislation,
And marches alone can't bring integration,
When human respect is disintegrating. .
This whole crazy world is just too frusttating.

Chorus
Think of all the hate there is in Red China,
Then take a look around to Selma, Alabama.
You may leave here for four days in space,
But when you return it's the same old place.
The pounding of the drums, the grinding disgrace.
You can bury your dead, but don't leave a trace.
Hate's your next door neighbor, but don't forget to say grace.

Chorus 14

Eve ofDestruction appeared late in the summer of 1965. It received
the treatment usual for popular songs, except that its overt ideological
content frightened many stations into ignoring it at first. l3y the middle of August it had reached the charts and had begun to work its
way up. On the twenty-sixth of August it was twenty-seventh in the
nation, by the next week it was ninth, and by the following week
third; by September 25 it was Number One, the most popular song
in the nation.
·Copyright 1965, Trousdale Music Publishers, Inc., B.M.I.
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A general regional pattern appeared in its popularity, a pattern
which has held true for other protest songs as well: the big markets
on the coasts, New York and Los Angeles, raised the song to the top
of the charts sooner, and kept it longer, than Midwestern or Southern
markets. Chicago popularity ratings remained almost as high as New
York's and Southern California's, showing the general approval given
to protest songs in large metropolitan areas.IS
The pop-music business is geared to react quickly to trends, and
Barry McGuire's surprise hit was soon imitated. It is interesting from
the political point of view, however, that McGuire's radical viewpoint
was not only imitated, but also answered by conservative spokesmen.
In fact, a group calling itself The Spokesmen showed on the charts
on 18 September, before Eve of Destruction had reached its maximum popularity, with an answer song called The Dawn of Correction.
The Dawn of Correction was not as suc~essful as Eve of Destruction, never rising into the sacrosanct top ten, but it did sell hundreds
of thousands of records, proving that the pop-music audience was
ready to accept political controversy in its music. The Spokesmen
lacked the power McGuire brought to his song, but they had just as
many electronic beeps and hoots and just as much verve as he did.
Their Dawn of Correction was very similar to McGuire's record in
form, with the same Big Beat sound and the same limited harmonics
and harsh vocalization. Even some of the lyrics were parallel, including
the key phrase "over and over again."16 The Spokesmen claimed that
the world was not on the eve of destruction, but rather was all right
in essential matters. They were anti-communist, pro-Viet Nam policy,
pro-nuclear deterrent, satisfied with the success of the integration
movement, and tired of all this radical agitation. Science, freedom,
the Peace Corps, and the United Nations were making a better world.
Stop all this noise.l1
The Spokesmen were not alone in trying to answer McGuire's. complaint, although they were the most successful; a folk group called
The Back Porch Majority also tried a rebuttal, emphasizing hope
for the future, the value of effort, the lesson of history (e.g. Valley
Forge), and ending with reliance on "a simple prayer."IS This piece,
called A Song of Hope, was not nationally successful, perhaps partly
because it was done in the commercial folk idiom and hence not given
air time on rock'n roll stations, and perhaps because the song was
less moderate in ideology than Dawn of Correction.
The success of Eve of Destruction meanS that millions of teenagers
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chose to buy a record of obvious and hard-line political opinion. The
largest market for pop records is made up of girls between the ages
of thirteen and fifteen, as well as a good number of boys in the same
age group.19 Many of the listeners to rock'n roll stations are in their
twenties and older, but the teenagers are the ones who buy the records and play the juke boxes and thus determine what records will be
popular. I do not believe that most of the teenage buyers really
thought about the ideological content of the records they bought, at
least not in any very clear way, but nevertheless the songs of radical
political protest had more appeal than any of the other records then
current. Somebody liked what they heard. Teenagers are always ready
to complain about their own difficulties, and I suppose it is not
strange that protests about public problems should appeal to them
also. Still, since Eve of Destruction proved to be not an isolated
record but the beginning of a trend, it seems clear that the message
of radical activism common in the Civil Rights movement and in
Berkeley-style college protest has a great appeal also to the culturally
submerged millions of teenagers.
The precise degree of radicalism present in Eve of Destruction and
its numerous imitators may be questioned-'-certainly, by the standards
of Paul Goodman or LeRoi Jones, folk-rock protest is moderate at
most-but when seen against the puerile background of most popular
music and the sheltered experience of most young adolescents, Barry
McGuire was very far out indeed. Folk-rock does not simply appeal to
a limited group of intellectuals and professional radicals as do more
traditional forms of social protest. It affects tens of millions of previously apolitical teenagers; that is its importance.
Eve of Destruction was banned by many radio stations; in fact,
twenty of the top fifty markets did not play it at all, even when it
became the Number One song on the hit parade. Many minor radio
stations in small markets took their cue from the large markets and
banned the song. 20 This is not particularly surprising; it is fairly common for stations to refuse air time to songs that are overtly sexual; it
is easy to see why a program director in many American cities might
hesitate before playing Eve of Destruction. What is surprising is that
despite the ban by forty per cent of the nation's radio stations, despite
the fact that most disc jockeys gave as little publicity as they could to
the record, Eve of Destruction rose rapidly to the top of the popularity chart, and remained high from the end of August until the beginning of November.
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And so Barry McGuire had himself a hit, and pop music had a new
form: folk-rock. On the Ed Sul1ivan Show for Halloween night, 1965,
Barry McGuire appeared and sang; he was introduced as "the greatest
of the new folk-rock singers." His song was equally famous; on the
television show, This Hour Has Seven Days, Herman Kahn, a representative of the Pentagon, was interviewed. He rated the chance of
nuclear war "relatively low" for this decade; folk singer Dinah Christie
followed him on the show with a powerful performance of Eve of
Destruetion.21 McGuire was obviously not alone in seeing his song as
a propaganda piece.
SO MUCH for the first really successful folk-rock record. The example
was not ignored; folk-rock was suddenly a big business. It's What's
Happening. The companies that make good quality electric guitars
of the sort demanded by would-be rockers were changed from a quiet
byway of the American musical instrument business into the hottest
and most profiitable part of the industry.22 Bob Dylan reached the
top of the popular music field by drawing a capacity crowd in New
Yprk's Carnegie HalI,23 The teenage television market was well aware
of the popularity of folk-rock too. On October 11, 1965 Hullabaloo,
the most popular teenage music program, presented several of Dylan's
songs, after credit lining him as "the greatest composer of folk-rock
writing today." Even more obviously political than Dylan's songs was
the final selection: an a cappel1a version of the pacifist anthem Blowing in the Wind. The new style had its effect on the performers in
the business too; rock groups shuffled their members to fit themselves
for the new sound popularized by Dylan and his whining harmonica. 24
The appearance of more and more folk-rock and protest songs on
the charts in the months of September and October was another, and
much more exact, measure of their popularity. At the beginning of
1965 an occasional song with political or social comment appeared,
but none of them made any particular impact. However, by July the
number of protest songs in the top one hundred had gone up to two
or three each week, and by the beginning of August there were five
protest songs on the charts. As I pointed out above, Eve of Destruction first appeared iJ\ the middle of August, with five other protest
numbers already am6ng the top one hundred. The total number of
protest and folk-rock songs continued to grow, until by the end of
September, eleven of the top one hundred were songs of protest. In
early October the number went to thirteen, and later to fifteen, but
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the percentage settled at about ten per cent for the month of October
where it continued fQr the remainder of the year.
Many of the folk-rock pieces were really songs of individual protest,
not political or social in any narrow sense, but rather general complaints against the culture in which the adolescent lived, or at least
thought he did. The most obvious examples of this genre were the
numerous lyrics dealing in one way or another with the difficulties of
having long hair. This seems a simple enough problem, but considering the current fashion for boys and girls to wear their hair at least
shoulder length, and the natural distrust of most adults of any such
dangerous merging of sexual roles, many boys and a good many girls
found themselves with real troubles at home and at school. The problem was not of course new. One of the duties of the heads of Oxford
colleges during the seventeenth century was to publicly shear any
student who let his hair grow long in the courtly fashion. 25 The contemporary phase of this old controversy between fashion and propriety
was dealt with in songs like Jody Miller's Home of the Brave, which
asked plaintively how America could be called the "home of the brave
and the land of the free" when Johnny wasn't allowed to wear his hair
long.26 The basic complaint was personal and' adolescent, but folkrock emphasized this specific problem by making it a general protest
against enforced conformity to cultural norms.
Most of the spate of protest songs, however, were more overtly
public than Home of the Brave. They were also almost entirely liberal
in their political sentiments. The conservatives did attempt to answer,
but so far as I know none of their answers were popularly successful.
Pacifism is a strong theme in the folk-rock flood, although the most
successful songs on this subject are rather closer to folk music than
to the rest of folk-rock. The oldest of these is Where Have All the
Flowers Gone, a Civil War song reworked by tha-t liheral warhorse
Pete Seeger, made popular in the folk style by Peter, Paul, and Mary,
and then translated into a folk-rock version by Johnny Rivers, a country and western singer. This song attacked war from the standpoint
of individual action, as most folk-rock protests do, by asking "when
will they ever learn" not to go to war.21 The next song to appear on
the charts in the pacifist camp was Glen Campbell's version of The
Universal Soldier. This was also a folk piece, composed originally by
well known folk singer, Buffy St. Marie, but Campbell's heavily rhythmical attack on the song reached a wider audience. "The Universal
Soldier" was Everyman, and the protest was again against individual
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participation in war; the final message was: "Brother can't you see,
this is not the way we put an end to war.?" 28
The romance of Glen Campbell with The Universal Soldier provides a good example of how folk-rock got started, and where it is
likely to go. Campbell is a country boy from Albuquerque, New Mexico, who, until the success of The Universal Soldier, had not made it
big. His recording company thought he had possibilities and was pushing him very hard toward stardom. He, or his managers, picked up
The Universal Soldier in the summer of 1965 as a trend song, bound
to become popular if given the right treatment. Campbell himself
had no obvious political interests; he just wanted badly to make a hit
record. 29 He made one. Then he began to sound as if he wished he
hadn't. The uproar over the political side of his song seems to have
horrified him-the last thing a commercially ambitious pop singer
wants is to become politically controversial. On October 26 he
staunchly supported the conservative position partially by saying that
he thought draft card burners "should be hung." "If you don't have
enough guts to fight for your country, you're not a man," he said,
and went on to promise that any other protest songs he made would
be "red-blooded American" types. so This is all rather delightful from
a singer who a few weeks before was soulfully breathing "Yes, he's
the Universal Soldier, and he really is to blame." It also shows that
folk-rock songs which openly present radical views may have short
shrift and quick burial in the sensitive pop music market.
Another pacifist song which reached the top ten was a number by
the master himself, Bob Dylan. This was It Ain't Me Babe, which
was given the rock treatment by a group called The Turtles.81 It
was superficially a sort of love lyric, but when Dylan wrote ."You say
you're looking for someone who's never weak but alwayS strong/ To
protect you and defend you whether you are right or wrong," and
then shouted "It ain't me babe," the loose reference of the pronoun
leaves support for those who call It Ain't Me Babe the draft-card-bumer's anthem. More recently, a group called The Byrds took Pete
Seeger's musical setting for the text of the third chapter of Ecclesiastes (which, incidentally, was a favorite text of JFK's),82 Turn! Tum!
Turn! and began to climb up the charts with it. Neither the carpe
diem prophet of Ecclesiastes nor Pete Seeger was in much doubt
about the values of peace and the folly of military and nationalistic
pretentions.
The contemporary interest in Civil Rights was also reflected in
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folk-rock, but again the impetus came from the political left, not from
the Negro singers themselves. In fact, there are no Negro folk-rock
singers as far as I know. This lack could very well be simply a reflection of the general dearth of male Negro si!1gers in the pop market,
because, except for a few old-timers like Chubby Checkers and Ray
Charles, Negro males do not even enter into the business. as They
have their own stations, and their own music, rhythm and blues, and
so far their themes have remained the traditional ones of love and
personal problems. Another explanation for the lack of Negro musical
protest may well be that there are simply not many radical Negroes,
except in the limited field of Civil Rights.
What Color Is A M~~, sung by Bobby Vinton, is an example of
the comment commercial folk-rock makes about' Civil Rights. This
song was a revival of 1964'S coloring-book song fad, combined with
the new folk-rock style. It presented a strong plea for racial tolerance
for Negroes and Indians by urging a child not to ~'color him red, Son,/
Someone may steal his land," and to avoid black because "if you color
him black, Son,/ He may never be free."M More typical, perhaps, of
this sort of song was Subterranean· Homesick Blues, another of Bob
Dylan's compositions, which included in its long list of complaints
against society some against racial discrimination by police and employment officials.85
Another form of racial protest was directed to, although again not
usually sung by, Negro~s themselves. The Animals' version of We
Gotta Get Out of This Place is an example; it was a lament about the
hopelessness of slum life and the futility of the middle-class tradition
of work and effort, and a demand for a "better life for me and you." 36
The precise nature of that better life was romantically left unspecified.
As with many rock songs, the lyrics were sung with a deep Negro accent, and various grunts and squeals, like those common in rhythmand-blues music, were thrown in whenever nothing much else was
going on. There were many songs which protested, as We Gotta Get
Out of This Place did, by presenting a situation which was not overtly
social or political in orientation, but which to most listeners among
the groups addressed had a special significance. Several academic students of popular songs, including David Riesman, have noticed this
"double entendre" effect in pop music in the past, and many of the
protest songs of the present "mean more than they say" as one radio
station program director put it.87
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THE RIGHT HAS NOT OF COURSE BEEN Sn.ENT beneath these waves of
protest from the new unwashed of the left. There have been numerous
attempts to reaffirm traditional values, but only a few of them have
had even partial success. I have already mentioned two songs which
sought specifically to answer Barry McGuire's Eve of Destruction.
Another tune, and one that had a certain satirical bits and considerable folksy power, was Buddy Cagle's We the People, also called The
Great Society. This song satirized the leftist concept of love as a
basis for society, the consumer-oriented economy, and the welfare
state, as well as several other tenets of Johnsonian democracy.s8 A
more recent attempt with some promise was Elton Brites revival of
the W orId War II pop hit There's a Star Spangled Banner Waving
Somewhere. Despite these offerings of the right, however, no "answer"
song came close to changing the generally leftist sound of folk-rock
until in early 1966 Staff Sergeant Barry Sadler's BaIIad of the Green
Beret proved attractive to teenagers.
The paladins of the right did not let the defeat of their musical
champions dull their response to the folk-rock message. There were
general outcries against folk-rock as another manifestation of destructive radical delinquency, and more solid protests in the form of industry bans, like the partial ban on Eve of Destruction. Intellectual
leaders were not silent; Rabbi Rubenstein, spiritual leader of a Pittsburgh congregation, preached his Yom Kippur sermon on October 5
against Barry McGuire and Bob Dylan and their defeatist attitudes.59
Other protests were not so academic. By the beginning of October
a wave of protestlagainst the protest was evident. Disc jockeys in some
cities were findin;g the wave of protest lyrics so unpleasant that they
were boycotting many of the new breed of songs. One deejay said:
HThere are dozens of these records that you don't hear simply because
we don't choose to play them." Another deejay was equally unhappy,
but more personal. "I hope this stuff ends'soon," he said. "I want the
good old rock'n roll back again-the real fun that pop music should
be."40 There was evidence of specific action by broadcasters on local
levels too; a radio-station owner in one small New Mexico town announced that he would ban records that were "unpatriotic." His action, he said, was taken because the songs gave support to anti-war
demonstrations.41
No doubt dozens of other more or less individual objections of this
sort were registered by station managers and disc jockeys. The record
industry is certain to listen carefully to the desires of their retail out-
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lets, and industry opposition, directed as it seemingly is at opinion of
any kind, right or left, succeeded to a certain extent in halting the
natural inclination of the pop music market to exploit a new field:
Many other songs protesting one thing or another appeared on the
charts of national popularity during the fall of 1965 and more are
being added as I write these words, but the more overtly political or
radical songs have been diminished in number. However, folk-rock
protest remains, as a little time spent listening to any popular radio
station will verify.
This shift from private to public themes in popular music may
seem unfortunate to some, but I think those few observers who have
commented on popular music in the past would be glad to see the
change. Colin MacInnes, for example, observed in 1958 that teen·
agers were not hostile to the establishment, but simply "blithely in·
different" toward it; he saw the "happy mindlessness" of popular
music as Hthe raw riiaterial for crypto~fascisms of the worst kinds."42
I think he would be happy with the folk·rock movement.
So the American Consensus does not seem as monolithic and impregnable as it once did. If the commercial and narcissistic world of
popular music as it has developed in our mass society can undertake
a political debate, then it seems possible that the current unrest and
protest evident in folk~rock is a real, if rather vague, reflection of
some social and political interest on the part of American teenagers.
If some vestige of a real concern has broken through the bland surface
of modern mass culture, then the musical tastes of the dissatisfied
teenager of 1965 may show that the narrow crack represented by folkrock was only the first sign of a real tension in the structure of the
American Consensus.

NOTES
Henry F. May, "The End of American Radicalism," American Quar~
terly, II (Winter 1950), 291-~02.
2. Jeremy Lamer, '''What Do They Get from Rock and Roll?" Atlantic,
CCXIV (Aug. 1964),44,
3. "Kansas City Star" presents this ultimate glory "in the Supermarket
parking lot."
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5. A convenient source for the history of. modem popular music is
Lamer's "What Do They Get from Rock and Roll," which I have already
noted.
6. Nat Hentoff, "The Unextinguishable Beatles," Disc, III (Oct. 1965),
22-23, provides most of the Beatleana.
7· Hentoff, 23·
8. Robert Creeley, member of the staff at the University of New Mexico, mentioned this recent development. Kenneth Rexroth's "The Fugs"
are an example of one of the poet groups.
9. "Times Are Getting Hard" was revived by a country-and-western
singer named Bobby Bare in the fall of 1965 (RCA 47-8509), but the new
version failed to interest teenagers, and never made the charts. Most of the
information on pre-twentieth-eentury popular songs comes from David
Ewen, Panorama of American Popular Music (Englewood Cliffs, New
Jersey, 1957), passim.
10. Interview with Don Lincoln, program director KQEO radio, Albuquerque, New Mexico, 21 Oct. 1965.
11. Jackson, part II, 5.
12. Variety, for instance, said: "If it was only suspected before, the disk
companies now know that anything or anybody, no matter how far out,
has a chance. The tremendous click of . . . Eve of Destruction, a piece of
ideology set to music, has signalized that the teenage disk market wants
pop, but not necessarily pap, in the entertainment groove:' Herm Schoenfeld, "Fresh Talent Lifts Disk B.a." Variety, 13 Oct. 1965,63,
13. "Protest Songs with a Rock Beat," Life, LIX (5 Nov. 1965), 44.
14. Eve of Destruction is Dunhill D-400<).
15. Interview with Paul Baines, program director of radio station KOB,
Albuquerque, New Mexico, 10 Oct. 1965. Billboard magazine provides
regional popularity charts which can be used to follow the geographic differences in popularity.
16. The Spokesmen have an LP album of protest songs, mostly right of
political center, and all folk-rock in style, but only Dawn of Correction
made any significant impact. The LP is Decca DL 4712.
17. Dawn of Correction on single release is Decca 31844.
18. The Back Porch Majority's A Song of Hope is Epic JZSP 111381.
19. Interview with Paul Baines.
20. Interviews with Baines and Lincoln verified that their own stations
banned the song because· the "Big Markets" did. The extent of the ban
is an estimate by Baines.
21. "This Hour Has Seven Days," Variety, 13 Oct. 1965, 38.
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22. "Boom in Guitars Sparks Buy of British Co." Variety, 13 Oct.
1965,63,
23. "Bob Dylan's Boffo $12,000 at Carnegie'" Variety, 6 Oct. 1965,53.
24. "Group's Disbanding as Big Beat Wanes," Variety, 6 Oct. 1~5, 58.
25. Wallace Notestein, The English People on the Eve of Colonization
(New York, 1954), 141.
26. On Capital 5483.
27. On Imperial 66133'
28. Capital 5504.
29. Interview with Don Lincoln.
30. "Protest Disker Hits Draft Vandals," Variety, 27 Oct. 1965,60.
31. On White Whale [I] 222.
32. Robert Shelton, "On Records: The Folk-Rock Rage;' New York
Times, 30 Jan. 1966, X-21.
33. Interview with Paul Baines.
34. Epic 5~846.
35· Columbia 4-43 2 42.
36. Fascinatingly issued first on an album called Animal Tracks by
Mickie Most Productions, Reverse Producers Corporation. MGM K13382
is the 45 rpm single version.
37. David Riesman, "Listening to Popular Music:' in Individualism Reconsidered (Glencoe, III, 1965) followed by John Johnstone and Elihu
Katz, 44Youth and Popular Music;' American TournaI of Sociology, LXII
(May 1957), 563. The program director was Baines.
38. Mercury 72452.
39. HRabbi Chides Folkniks on 4Destruction' Fears," Variety, 13 Oct.
1965,63.
40. "Battle of Ideologies Set to Music Meets Deejay Resistance Movement," Variety, 13 Oct. 1965,63,
41. "Some Records Banned from Clovis Station," Albuquerque Tribune,
21 Oct. 1965, E-l.
42. Colin MacInnes, 44Popular Songs and Teenagers," Twentieth Century, CLXIII (Feb. 1958), 130.

lJ MICHAEL ORTH, an American Studies doctoral candidate at the U!!iversity of New Mexico, served as an officer with the United States Army in
Europe from 1959 to 1961. After receiving his Master of Arts degree from
San Francisco State College in 1963, he taught at California State College
in Chico, California. He has published poetry criticism in the WaIt Whitman Review, historical pieces in Civil War History Illustrated.
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The Trap
BY BARRY SMITH

IN THE AUTUMN of sixty-two there was no glory and no fortune
with the Anny in Bavaria, only the cold that said snow was coming
from the east like an enemy. First there would come the wind from the
direction of Regensburg, pushing the warm air back over the Alps to
Italy. Then the heavy clouds would roll like a muddy river over Munich to pile up against the mountains. And it would snow like hell.
Already the troops were nervous.
He'd been in Munich one year and he'd seen its winter already. God!
Why did they send Mexicans to cold places? He did not like the
mountains. There were those who could sit in a house for months
while it snowed. But he himself was of the great flat farms of South
,Texas and the warm towns like San Antonio where everything worth
remembering happened in the streets at night. And at night on the
farms he sl~pt beside the trucks with the Mexican families that picked
and cut the crops.
Here in Bavaria, even the language of the trucks was different: they
brought the coal along the streets of the kaserne and disappeared with
a strange clicking sound. When they returned, dirty rain rolled in their
empty beds. The coal itself returned as heat in the radiator beneath
his hand, but still he shivered.
0

IN SAN ANTONIO they had put him into the Army. No one was sure
whether he was an American or not, because he himself had never
bothered to find out. He had been born in San Antonio, and he had
a birth certificate, so he was a citizen as far as the Army was concerned.
Because he could not read English well, he went to the infantry. At
first they let no one leave the post, so his uncle, who was a printer for
La Prenza in San Antonio, came to see him.
Never mind, his uncle said. In two years you will be out and then
you can get all the correct forms and be a citizen for sure.
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Me? A damn pocho?
Even a pocho likes money, his uncle said. \Vhen you are a real citizen, you can get what they call the minimum wage. You won't have to
pick onions any more.
And what if I don't want to be a pocho citizen? What then? \Vhat
if I like picking onions?
His uncle looked disappointed. Then you go to the Mexican Consul
and tell him you want to be a Mexican like your father, and he wil,! get
you out of the Anny, maybe. But remember, you are eighteen. If' you
choose Mexico, it will not be so easy to COme back to San Antonio.
You will have to live in Nuevo Laredo and stare across the border and
become sour like your father. "
I will decide soon, he said. I can tell you that I do not like the Army.
I t is only for a short time.
And what"if they send me away?
Do you not want to see beautiful new things? his uncle asked.
No.
At least the Army will make you learn more English. When you
speak English you sound like a peasant.
How do you know? You and I speak only Spanish.
I have heard you at the cafe speaking to the Anglo girls.
What difference does it make how I speak as long as I can think?
But you think in Spanish. When you are with the Anglos, you
should think in English.
"
When they sent him away, he missed San Antonio and the heat and
the farms and Nuevo Laredo. Perhaps he had made a"mistake. There
had been a chance to desert when he had gone to Nuevo Laredo to say
goodbye to his parents. Others had done it. Then they had changed
their names and come back to San Antonio. They were there now on
Market Street with their guitars and trumpets.
HERE IN GERMANY it was snowing, and the snow would stay on the
ground until March, so he wouldn't see the earth at all for four months.
The smoke over Munich would become so thick that the damp snow
would arrive impure, mixing with the smoke to make an acid that
dripped from the rims of steel helmets.
The lights had to be turned on now in the afternoons. He could see
the lights of the room reflected in the window and seeming to hang
in the trees like ripe fruit. Also he could see his own round face with
the thin moustache.
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Through the tree tops and into the room behind him came Cooley,
spiritlike, holding clean clothes prone across outstretched arms. uYou
got a letter, Pedro."
He took the letter with the Mexican stamps as Cooley lowered the
cleaning and laundry to the bed. uThat all?"
Cooley ripped into the laundry and began to undress. uYou never
get anything else."
The letter was one page, folded like a book. It had had to go from
Nuevo Laredo to New York and then to Germany by boat, just to
say the same few things: Your mother and I would die before we would
give up our citizenship as Mexicans. They could both be dead while
he sat reading it.
When Cooley pulled at his tie, there was the snap of breaking
threads. uI gotta get outa here. If Jackson catches me, he's gonna make
me paint my damn car." He threw his uniform shirt at the latrine door
knob.
Only your uncle, my brother, has done such a thing. But I lived in
San Antonio Dfteen years and never became a citizen.
"You know what our great Sergeant went and did?" Cooley asked.
"What?"
Cooley lowered his voice. "Sold a Mercedes Benz to the Captain."
"So what?"
"So he's using his position to make profit. Illegal as hell."
"Maybe it's a good thing," he said. "All those troops going home
and leaving their junk on the streets. Sergeant Jackson, he buys them
and fixes them and sells them to the new guys. If he didn't, we'd be
up to our culitos in rusty old cars."
"You sound like you're on his side."
"I told you that I do not take the side of anyone."
"Well anyway," Cooley said, "this wasn't no used car the Captain
-bought. It was new. Which means that Sergeant damn Jackson is now
working with some Kraut dealer in Munich." Cooley sat on the bed
a~d let his hands hang at his boots a while. "If the Sergeant sells the
car to the Captain at a reduced price, it's the same as a bribe, isn't it?"
He grunted without committing himself. The rumor that Sergeant
Jackson had bought himself a captain had just been invented by a mind
that would know how to use it. Already, like the dark smoke, it seemed
to be pushing its way into the dirty corners of the kaserne. For the
war that went on between Cooley and Sergeant Jackson was in their
blood, and it was better for a Mexican to stay out of it. Cooley would
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have to understand this. But Cooley was a South Texas botudo-a cowboy who understood only what he wanted to.
Some of the things Cooley believed /did not make sense. Like the
pistol. He always thought he was wearing a pistol. There was even a
pretending-a pair of pliers in the hip pocket, or rolled-up gloves gave
him the tense walk of someone expecting trouble. The botudos of San
Antonio walked this way also. They were difficult to understand. When
there were many of them together, it was bad for the Mexican. One
cowboy alone was polite, but a ~hole room full of them was terrible.
They were too nervous. The law wouldn't let them shoot anything.
When Cooley was nervous, he stood before the mirror and combed his
long hair that looked like the straw of baskets. He was like the man
with the evil eye on him.
The letter said It was my fault that you did not return to Mexico.
Now your uncle will make an American of you. Do you go to church?
Do they feed you? Things are better than when you were here. Do not
believe it if they tell you that Mexico is poor. I am poor .because I
failed in everything, but do not blame it on our country. Your mother
sends greetings.
When the door slammed on the first floor, Cooley threw on a clean
shirt and stared down unbelievingly at the tiny(mots of thread. Cursing, he tore off the shirt and held it out. "Pedro. '
liMe no. I'm busy."
"But he'll be up here in a minute. Besides, you ain't doin' nothin'
but starin' at that damn snow. Now sew these buttons on. Please."
He took the shirt. "I can't do it."
"Not even for a friend?"
"I don't have buttons like that."
Cooley grabbed the shirt. "You mean you don't want to." He put
the shirt on. "You guys got a hell of a sense of honor."
He rose. "Who you mean by 'you guys'?"
Cooley's anger at the shirt splashed around like water frOII! a hose.
"I mean any ass with a moustache that can't sew a button for a 'buddy."
When he moved close to Cooley's body, he smelled sweat and clean
starch. "I'm from Texas, too. Don't fool me with that buddy stuff."
: "O.K." Cooley said quickly. "In Texas you can sleep under your hat
it you want. But here it's different."
"How come different?"
"Because he's a sergeant, stupid. And we're troops."
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EACH TIME Cooley said "we" it had a different meaning. Sometimes it
meant all the Anglos with hair like straw. This time it meant everybqdy in the Army except Sergeant Jackson. Changing the meaning of
words confused the Mexicans. Some of them, the pochos, were legal
Americans, so they naturally wanted to be part of the "we. 77 They
tried to sing pop and talk tough, and they got all the accents in the
wrong places. With a bracero7 like himself7 there was another confusion because he was not a legal American. True, he had been born
north of the border before the labor agreements7 and if he did certain
complicated things he could be legal. But that wasn't going to make
him part of Cooley's "we." And maybe he would want that very much
and would try to change, like his uncle, and become weak.
His uncle once said, Now tell me. Do you miss the United States
when you are in Mexico?
Yes. Much. But sometimes I miss Mexico too.
When you are in San Antonio.
No. Not in'San Antonio. But once in the cotton fields of East Texas
I missed Mexico.
Because there are few Mexicans in East Texas. Listen to me well.
You have learned to love things Mexican and things American. You are
one of the unfortunate ones. So you must choose a place where you
~n have the best of both.
How if I choose the United StatesFool! You are not choosing all of the United States. Only Texas.
I don't know.
Bah! You are a mestizo wetback.
Never have I had to swim the Rio.
No. You stand in the center while the water rises. To be always neutral is to be nothing. Go back to Mexico.
When his uncle had said these things, they had been standing before
a cafe on the river, and his uncle invited him for a beer to show that
there was no anger. The heat and the slow movement of the river
removed all urgency from everything.
Here in Bavaria the snow whispered at the windows and fell through
the darkening trees. "Listen," Cooley said suddenly.
'
He saw Cooley looking toward the stairs and, at the same time,
heard the dog coming up. The sound of the dog's feet on the wood
was a quick, hard beat. Then heavier steps sounded7 coming up. The
dog appeared at the doorway.
"Will it come in?" Cooley asked.
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"Not if Sergeant Jackson says no. It won't bite anyway."
"He knows I don't like big dogs."
The dog sat smiling, wanting to be invited in. It would swing its
big, dark head to the sounds on the stairs and then back, trailing an
arc of saliva. When Sergeant Jackson reached the landing, the dog's
ears went back to receive a pat from the black hand.
"You just sit there," Jackson said to the dog. Then he walked into
the room with a patience that meant he was serious. "Guess I'm just
in time."
"I got a date," Cooley said, standing with his hands curled at his
sides.
.
Jackson nodded without smiling, hearing but not agreeing. The Sergeant had all the stripes the Army could give a man, and he wore them
on a sleeve that had no more wrinkles in it than a tank. On the third
finger of his left hand flashed a gold ring with a diamond. "I want you
to take care of that car like I told you."
"It passed inspection," Cooley said.
"I'm not talking about brakes and things. It looks like somebody
threw a hand grenade at it," Jackson said, leaning forward. "It's junk."
When the Sergeant raised his voice, the dog barked.
Cooley shot a nervous look over Jackson's shoulder. "You don't have
to bring a dog when you want something."
"Never mind my dog," Jackson said. He opened his mouth to say
more, but he had said it all to Cooley already and he seemed tired. He
was old and he was tired. The smooth uniform and the wrinkled face
made a contrast.
Cooley crossed his arms. "So I got to get rid of my car."
"Not get rid of it. Fix it. It'd disgrace a Mississippi fanner."
"I wouldn't know about Mississippi farms," Cooley said.
Jackson sighed, "In another couple of years the Germans'll be
ashamed to have us··around."
Cooley sat on the bed, then put his feet up and his hands behind
his head. "Well ain't that tough. We go through a war to. . . ."
A laugh rose from deep in Jackson's chest. "You'd look good in a
war," he said. "Get on your feet when I'm talking."
Cooley got up looking bored.
"I know things are tough," Jackson said, softening his tone. "The
Gennans have more money than the GIs now. They drive new cars
and buy the frauleins wine instead of beer." When he tried to smile,
his face looked more wrinkled. "But we can still have a little dignity.
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That's why I came all the way up here personally to see about getting
that wreck looking decent."
'" "I guess I'm supposed to spend every cent I've got so you'll have
· 'ty"
• d19n1
•
"No," Jackson said, blinking. "The hobby shop'lllet you have all
the paint and stuff you need."
"I don't have the time."
llYes you do. I put you on two days leave and you've got the weekend." There was a pause while Cooley thought, accepted; then Jackson added. "If it isn't finished by Monday, you'll start washing vehicles
in the motor pool. In this snow."
Tightening his jaw, Cooley picked up his dirty clothes. He took another look at the dog and went through the latrine door holding the
clothes to his chest.
Jackson shook his head. "I guess he'll think up something mean
now."
It wasn't a question. He'd said it almost to himself. So there was no
need to answer, to take sides.
Jackson looked around at Cooley's bed and sat down. HI've been
wond~ring . . . you and Cooley been in this room together over a
year now."
llAnd no trouble."
HI guess there wouldn't be any trouble with someone that speaks as
little as you do." He spread his hands over his knees. "When you first
came here, the Duty NCO put you in with Cooley because you were
both from Texas."
He stared straight ahead and shrugged. "So?"
The .tired eyes came around. "I did a hitch at Fort Sam. I know
about Texas. If he gets to ordering you around . . . I mean if you
ever wanted another room. . . ."
"You told me that last year. Not then. Not now."
Jackson got up, "Maybe it's better this way. If you don't learn to
stand up to him here, you won't do it in Texas. You'll be just another
greaser to him."
There were two spots on the floor where the snow had melted from
Jackson'S shoes. A drop of water stood at the edge of one of the spots.
By the time Jackson and the dog were down the stairs, the drop of
water had soaked into the floor.
Looking up, he could see the snow. Only when it fell to the level of
the lighted buildings did it seem thick. It had be~n to lie along the
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branches of the trees and the black street1 making everything silent
except for the steamy noises of the radiator. It was that dead time before Retreat1 just before the troops came in and turned on all the
showers. In the window he could see his own brooding eyes, then
Cooley behind him. "l got an idea how we can get him/' Cooley said.
"Who's we?"
Cooley stood there at the mirror and squared his fatigue cap. "I
know. You never take sides/1he grunted. "What makes you so dumb1
Montes? If you'd been born one inch farther south, there wouldn't be
one little part of you that was American. So you got to prove yourself1
boy. You got to start thinkin' American."
The street door slammed below, and the barracks boomed like a
drum. In the following silence he said, "That's the second time you
mention about the citizen thing. How come?"
Cooley said nothing.
"How would you know if I was or not. I never said."
"I guess because you're always talkin' about your old man in
Mexico. 11
Cooley had big shoulders, but there was fat and also there was the
beginning of a stomach in the middle. He was big, and he could probably hit hard; but probably he had never picked four hundred pounds
of cotton in one day. "Listen cowboy. The only way you could know
about me you would have to read my letters or something. If I ever
catch you do that, I'm gonna cut you Up.71 He'd never said these things
and meant them.
Cooley frowned and looked surprised at the same time. He stepped
back holding the opening of his coat. Then he smiled. "Pedro, we got
to stick together. 71 He licked his lips. "Tell you what. I'll let you use
the car anytime you want. Maybe -you can get a girl if you have the
car. Hell1 I'll do better than that. I'll find you a girl.. We gringos ain't
all bad. u
"You don1t got to pimp for me1Cooley.u
It was as if he had shot the smile from Cooleys face. "Damnl"
Cooley said. "l get hell from a sergeant that ought to be choppin'
cotton; then a damn-71
"What? A damn what?,1
Cooley walked to the door. "First I'll take care of him. I don't need
you nor nobody else. l1
He waited until Cooleys loud, angry steps had reached the bottom
step before opening the footlocker. The letters were safe1 tied as he
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had tied them. The knot on the string was exactly the same. So Cooley
had not read them.
A brown letter from the Immigration lay between those of his
father and those of his uncle. Only the men wrote. Perhaps all women
did not write letters when they 'were sad, even to their sons. A mother
could not comprehend this business of the Army, the necessity of it.
She had thought he was going to stay in Mexico, and she refused to
believe that he would dishonor himself if he became a deserter.
She would not understand the letter from the Immigration either.
He had tried many times to write and tell why he had sent for the
forms, that it was curiosity to know who he was. Now that the forms
with the complicated questions had arrived, he was more curious than
ever, but he was not sure whether to answer the questions would be
for him a victory or a defeat.
IT WAS TOO QUIET in the barracks now. At the snack bar there would
be music and some of the Puerto Ricans would come in before supper. He put on his coat and turned the collar up. Once-more he looked
out at the snow and at himself in the windowglass. Touching the
moustache with his finger, he wondered if he should shave it. Part of
him said it was an honorable sign of manhood; part of him said it was
strange.
He went down the quiet stairs and past Sergeant jackson's door.
Even though there was light in the corridor, even though he could
see perfectly, he almost stepped on the thing anyway. It was lying
with its head just outside the Sergeant's door. f)ne paw was thrust out
'as if to push backward. The head was twisted at a sharp angle, and
the bone made a bump in the smooth neck. From the slack jaw hung
the tongue sideways. The eyes stayed open.
Bending, he inspected the bits of fur in the splinters of the door
edge. It would have been easy to open the door a crack and call the
dog over-after knocking softly to be sure it had really been Jackson
who had gone out. Also, it would have taken desperate courage for a
man who was afraid of dogs to let the head get that close as it came
out and looked up. Then a quick jerk on the knob made a trap, hard
and silent except for the scrape of claws on the floor as the dog tried
to pull away or push through, backward and forward in a fit, with no
place to go and no appeal to pity: like standing in a dark river with ,
both shores dark for a hundred miles of silence while the river rises.
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HE WENT BACK UP STAIRS, turned on the radio loud, and sat close to it
so that he could not hear the troops that would come in just before
Retreat. He did not want to hear the curse when Seargeant Jackson
saw the dog's ungraceful head. Nor did he want to hear the heavy
steps coming up (Jackson wasn't going to send anyone) in time to get
nervous, for although he had never refused to obey an order by Sergeant Jackson before, he was going to now. Not out of fear of Cooleywould he do this. He would do it because he was going to have to live
with Cooley a while longer, had already lived with him long enough
to know that to defeat him you had to accept him as he was. In the
end it was gOing to be Cooley who would need help. But both of them
were going to have to comprehend that it wasn't up to a Mexican to
tell them this. Sergeant Jackson was intellig~nt. Maybe he would see
that a Mexican had no business getting into trouble for a gringo like
Cooley. There was no evil that lasted a hundred years.
With his face bent close to the table and the radio turned up, he
waited while a spot on the back of his neck grew cold, as though the
frozen edge of an axe were swinging down behind him. Then he
thought of the dog's broken neck and he wanted to tum. The urge to
tum was as loud- in him as the music. Slowly he raised his hand to rub
the back of his neck. As his own hand went up, the black hand came
over his shoulder and turned the radio off. Even then he didn't move,
which he knew immediately was a mistake. An innocent man would
have been surprised.
~

An instructor of English at the University of Maryland, BARRY SMITH
has published stories in Southwest Review. He spent nine years in Europe
-studying at the Sorbonne and teaching college English to "GIs in
Munich, Madrid, Tripoli, Athens and Palma Mallorca ("the best job a
man ever had," says Smith). He began writing at the University of Texas
where his Master's thesis was a collection of short stories.
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continued from page 2

of New Mexico, New Mexico Quarterly Review has always been mainly a
labor of love." Joaquin Ortega, taking over the editorship in 1948, stated:
"A region cannot be conceived of as a unit, however, isolated from the rest
of the nation and the world, and we do not wish to give- the impression of
being intoxicated with regionalism. The roots of the general and universal
are in the particular and individual."
In 1957, the present editor, scouting a trail across cactus-studded valleys, rock-ribbed mountains, opined: "The Southwest's significant growth
in population since World War II has brought a changed tempo, not only
in scientific activities, but in every aspect of regional life. . . . The magazine endeavors to be valuable to the large number of people all over the
world who, for a variety of reasons, are interested in New Mexico and the
Southwest. NMQ examines and documents this region's present and past, ;
its achievements and problems, its art and literature, its economic and sociaIstructures, and its participation in the several sciences. . . . But New
Mexico Quarterly, in being regional, strives to avoid being provincial. It
continues to remain aware of the main streams of contemporary thought,
and to offer outside perspective as a cure for myopia."
The trail drive has squinted through sandstorms, wandered in circles,
bogged in quicksand, and occasionally been welcomed at an oasis. Many
hands have joined the crew, herded the magazine across another gully, and
drifted on. The current outfit has a keen eye for fresh pasture, and a singular ability to keep things moving. MARy ADAMS and Gus BLAISDELL have
lassoed some valuable writer-eritters, and are corralling more every day. The
Quarterly dividend looks good this year.
The Pygmalion impulse is strong in little mag editors. We are happiest when our authors are invited into larger and more elegant literary
salons. Some we have "discovered" and given the speech lessons that will
let them pass for the princes they are. Others we have cheered by believing
in them enough to keep them in print. A very large number of NMQ contributors have joined the national scene through book and magazine publication, and special honors-and the number is increasing.
EDSEL FORD of Fort Smith, Arkansas, whose whimsical stories have
delighted us for years, is one of the biggest winners in the NMQ stable.
At its June commencement; the University of Arkansas is presenting him
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its Distinguished Alumnus Citation, and his friends have created an Edsel
Ford Scholarship in the Journalism Department. In January, Ford received
the Alice Fay di Castagnola Award from the Poetry Society of America, a
$3,500 first prize, the largest amount ever presented by that society. The
honor recognizes a book of sonnets with the working title, A Landscape for
Dante. Ford is reported as saying that he has taken several of the characters from the Inferno and placed them in an Ozark setting. Further, he has
won the Conrad Aiken Award granted by the Poetry Society of Georgia,
as well as the Arthur Davison Ficke Memorial Award and the Lowell
Mason Palmer Award.
Two stories from NMQ, "Judge Ripper's Day," and "Nearly Tickled
to Death," are planned for a forthcoming McGraw-Hill volume, My Land
Has a Voice, by JESSE STUART. The February '66 American Book Collector
is a "Special Jesse Stuart Number," containing five of Stuart's original contributions, a critical bibliography and facsimiles of his books in several
languages.
Noted British poet CHARLES TOMLINSON whose work has several times
appeared in the Quarterly (most recently-the Antonio Machado translations in autumn '64) has been chosen for his -volume, American Scenes,
published by Oxford University Press this year, as the recipient of the
Poetry Book Society award.
"The Gift," by HOLLIS SUMMERS and "A Hand," by Herbert Morris
from NMQ were chosen for reprinting in Best Poems of 1965, the 18th
annual volume of Borestone Mountain Poetry Awards.
N. SCOTT MOMADAY, whose first published poem was included in the
summer '59 NMQ, last month has been awarded a Guggenheim Fellowship
and will spend a year doing research in Cambridge, Massachusets. A graduate of UNM, Momaday is an assistant professor at the University of California, Santa Barbara.
EDWIN HONIG, once poetry editor of NMQ and now a contributor of
articles and translations, has been awarded a $2,500 grant by the National
Institute and American Academy of Arts and Letters in recognition of
his original contributions to American poetry. The Institute for Advanced
Studies in the Theatre Arts has designated Honig's The Phantom Lady,. a
verse translation of Calder6n's La dama duende, for twelve presentations
in New York this year to be followed by three in Washington, D.C., at
the invitation of the Library of Congress. Mr. Honig's article on Calder6n
appeared in last summer's issue of this magazine.
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LUIS lIARss, as his biographical note in this issue explains, is the author
of Ten in Their Time (a tentative title) to be published late this year by
Harper & Row. Both the Juan Rulfo article in the last issue and the essay
on Carlos Fuentes will be chapters of that book. Our next number will
carry his essay on Cortazar, whose current novel, Hopscotch, is receiving
wide critical attention.
This year McGraw-Hill will publish WINSTON WEATHERS book, The
Strategy of Style, written in collaboration with his University of Tulsa
colleague OTIS WINCHESTER, another NMQ author.
Authors WEATHERS, WILLIAM PEDEN and GEORGE ABBE were all included in Martha Foley's list of "Distinctive Short Stories of 1963" and,
in each case, were represented by stories the Quarterly had published. Also
included in the '63 list were past contributors PAUL HORGAN, RAMON
SENDER and the late OLIVER LA FARGE. In the 1964 Best Stories volume, a
FRIEDA A1uaN story was reprinted. Miss Arkin contributed fiction to the
magazine in '64. JUAN RULFo, whose works were discussed by LUIS HARSs in
the last NMQ, was on the 1964 "distinctive story" list, as was JESSAMYN
WEST, whose much-reprinted piece, IIReverdy," we published in '43.
Scott, Foresman will reprint in its forthcoming volume, The Literature
of the South, SHIRLEY ANN GRAU'S story, "The Sound of Silver." Written
when Miss Grau was a graduate student at Tulane, this was her first published story and appeared in the summer '53 Quarterly.
Poets WILLIAM BURFORD, PHILIP LEGLER and HOWARD McCORD, all
recent contributors, are authors with new books issued by the pniversity
of Texas Press, the University of Nebraska Press and the Washington State
University Press, respectively. Argus has brought out a new vplume of
Marion Montgomery's poetry. Ode to the Sea & Other Poems, by Howard
Baker, whose verse was in the winter '65-66 issue, is one of the new books
published by ALAN SWALLOW, once NMQ poetry editor.
The lead story in CHARLES EAST'S book of short stories, Where the
Music Was (Harcourt, Brace & World) is "Fisherman's Wife" which first
appeared in our summer '65 issue.
Next year Indiana University Press's publication list will include A. K.
RAMANuJAN'S book, The Interior Landscape: An Anthology of Tamil
Poetry. Some of these translations were in the NMQ previous to this one.
"The Lake Above Santos," from the current NMQ, will be the opener
for Sketches from a New Mexico Hill Town, a book of poems by KEITH
WILSON. It will be published by Presa de Lagar / Wine Press in Orono,
Maine.
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Louisiana State University Press has just published a volume of NMQ
poer-HENRY TAYLOR'S work entitled The Horse Show at Midnight; Duell,
Sloan and Pearce will include his poems in their volume, The Girl in the
Black Raincoat.
'--

HAMILTON'S poem, uBare Ruined Choirs," from the spring
'63 issue, is included in his volume of poetry, Before Dark, released this year
by Rutgers University Press.
HORACE

We welcome to the ranks of quarterly reviews, the Greensboro Review, published at the University of North Carolina, Greensboro. Lawrence
Judson Reynolds is editor. Also th~ first number of Volume I of Denver
Quarterly has appeared. It is published at the University of Denver; a year's
subscription 'is $4.00; the editor is John Williams. Its emphasis is on all
aspects of modern culture.
In the winter '65-66 NMQ, we published a story, "The Dirigible," by
David Newman. We received biographical information too late to use the
author's preferred name, Harry Newman.
The Alaska Writers Workshop, now in its third year, is offering a
graduate study program leading to the Master of Fine Arts degree in. creative writing. Each staff member is a widely published writer and teacher and
is experienced in university writing programs. Address inquiries to Dr.
Edmund Skellings, Coordinator, Program in Creative Writing, University
of Alaska, College, Alaska 99735.
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THE HELENE WURLITZER FOUNDATION
NEW_MEXICO QUARTERLY POETRY AND SHORT STORY
AWARDS FOR

1965~6

POETRY AWARD. The Helene Wurlitzer Foundation of New Mexico
announces an award of fifty dollars for the best poem appearing in New
Mexico Quarterly to
FRANCES ILu.r., for Fig Leaves
which was published in the Spring 1965 issue.
HONORABLE MENTIONS for poetry are: HOWARD BAKER, for his poems
I Have Seen the God Poseidon, Sappho's Leap, and Autumn in Pioneer
Valley, which appeared in Winter 1965~6; HOWARD McCoRD, for Being
Men and Women Together, and HOLLIS SUMMERS, for The Gift, both the
latter poems printed in the Summer 1965 issue.
Judges for the Poetry Award were: Dr. Edward Lueders, chairman,
Department of English, Hanover College, Hanover, Indiana, and editor of
poetry anthologies; Dr. Joseph B. zavadil, assistant professor of English,
University of New Mexico; and the editor and staff of New Mexico
Quart~rly.

SHORT STORY AWARD. The Helene Wurlitzer Foundation of New
Mexico announces an award of fifty dollars for the best short story appearing in New Mexico Q~arterly to:
CHARLES EAST, for Fisherman's Wife
which appeared in the Summer 1965 issue.
HONORABLE MENTIONS for short stories are: BARBARA ANN MAYNARD,
for The Visit; MAIuON MONTGOMERY, for Kingdom by the Sea; and WINSTON WEATHERS, for Monday Nights at Mrs. Gasperi's. All three stories
were printed in the Summer 1965 issue.
Judges for the Short Story Award were: Dr. William Peden, professor of E9.glish, University of Missouri, Columbia, and author of the book
The American Short Story: Front Line Defense of Literature; Dr. Paul B.
Davis, assistant professor of English at UNM; and the editor and staff of
New Mexico Quarterly.
Forty~seven poems and thirteen short stories which were published in
the Spring, Summer, Autumn, and Winter 1965~66 issues of New Mexico
Quarterly, were considered for the awards. Similar awards will be made for
poems and short stories to be published in NMQ during 19~7.

https://digitalrepository.unm.edu/nmq/vol36/iss1/1

94

: Full Issue

95
/

I

Reviews

FUTURE PERFECT, by H. Bruce Franklin. New York: .Oxford University
Press, 1966, 402 pp., $6.50'
Except for Jules Verne and H. G. Wells, names of science fiction writers publishing before the Nineteen'Twenties do not come readily to the
minds of most readers. H. Bruce Franklin in his book, Future Perfect, has
included a sizeable number of stories by novelists and short-story writers
(beginning with Poe and"tiawthorne) who have produced what can be
called, by his definition, "science fiction," even though the term itself was
not used until more recent times. Springing from English gothicism and
English romanticism, American fiction did not follow the realistic mode
until late in the nineteenth century. Mr. Franklin's premise is that much
of what we call science fiction is based on ancient literary assumptionsmost of which are not currently fashionable but which appear in the science fiction genre. Franklin's book explores indisputable relationships between sci-fie, the principle modes of fiction and other forms of imaginative
acitivity-such as science, historiography and fantasy. Literary respectability
has come to a genre long associated with pulp publication.
The stories are divided into groups-each group prefaced with descriptive
introductions by the author-and beginning with Hawthorne and Poe,
include fiction dealing with automata, marvelous inventions, medicine men,
explorations of the psyche, space and time travel. Many of the stories are
familiar, from Hawthorne's "Rappacini's Daughter" and Poe's "The Facts
in the Case of M. Valdemar," through Melville's "The Bell-Tower," Ambrose Bierce's "A Psychological Shipwreck," and Mark Twain's "From
the 'London Times' of 19040" the latter one of the few science fictions of
the nineteenth century which predicts an invention (the "telelectroscope")
earlier that it was actually to come.
Mr. Franklin's arguments in support of his main theses are cogent and,
in the light of his remarks, it is ,a pleasure to refresh one's acquaintance
with both the classical and the lesser known science fiction pieces of the
past century.
-M. A.
I

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1966

95

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 36 [1966], Iss. 1, Art. 1

96

THE SPANISH DARK

OTHER POEMS, by How)h.d McCord. Pullman:
Washington State University Press, 1965, 67 pp. $2.
AND

The Spanish Dark is a slender volume of poetry which sells for two dollars. You will probably get more for the two dollars you invest in this book
than you got for the two dollars you spent in the past, no matter where or
when you spent them. Not that the value of poetry is to be measured by .
what it costs but a real bargain should be noted.
If, for some reason, you cannot spend two dollars on a book of poetry,
please read some of these poems anyway. They are more than worth the
long stand in the bookstore aisle. There is something in Howard McCord's
poetry for everyone. Which is not to say that it is vulgar or common. On
the contrary, it is refined and elegant and it has in its particularity a universality which is essential to poetry. The images, and there are many of
th~, are true. They are the mirror, sometimes small, clouded, or distorted,
held up to nature. But no matter the mirror, no matter the nature, the
vision is sharp, personal, and universal. You see yourself as Everyman and
Everyman as you.
These poems are fun to read. Long after you have straightened out the
misprints in the N ~ York Times and forgotten what they said you can
return to these poems to be teased and puzzled, to work and worry over
meanings and references which are both obscure and painfully clear. You
become again as a child learning a new language, the sound of which is delight, the content the multiplicity of reality.
One should not talk about poetry but read it. Yet it is not proper to
tear a quotation out of one of Mr. McCord's poems for that would spoil
both the quotation and the subsequent reading of the poem. To present
a whole poem is not quite proper either since that might lead you to believe that it was a representative sample of the poems in The Spanish
Dark. The quality of a single poem could suggest the quality of the book
but one of the delights of the book is in the surprising variety of poems in
it. No single poem can suggest that. So, no samples. Buy the book.
-Bernard Hanson
Bernard Hanson is chairman of the Liberal Arts Department of the Philadelphia
College of Art. An art historian who has taught at the UniverSity of New Mexico and
. at other universities, Mr. Hanson spent last summer in India on a Fulbright grant with
the United States Educational Foundation. He has traveled widely in Europe and the
Orient.
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NEW MEXICO PLACE NAMES
A GEOGRAPHICAL DICTIONARY
Edited by T. M. Pearce

more than 5,000 individual items,
Nem Mezico Place Names explores the folklore,
history, and fron.tier humor of New Mexico.
The book is presented in dictionary form for
easy reference, and main entries give the loca..
tion of the place named, highways leading to
it, nearby railroads, and historical information
relevant to the naming of the place.
Spanish and Indian names are translated, and
names in English are discussed in terms of the
events which influenced their bestowal Post
offices, because they were community centers,
are frequendy mentioned; their early postmasters, and the dates of establishment are given.
All of the major land grants are listed.
Such names as Belly Ache Mesa, Me Own
.Hills, Humbug Creek, and Pep, illustrate the
humor of the early settlers.
CoNTAINING

THE AUTHOR OP nine books on Southwestern
literature, Dr. Pearce has also contributed nu..
merous .scholarly articles to leading journals
and magazines. He has written a biography of
Mary Hunter Austin and his monograph on
her work is being published in the Twayne
United States Author Series. Dr. Pearce has
made studies of Shakespearean and other Eliza..
bethan literature, and on the evolution of the
English language.
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